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D  I  VINE  H  T  M  N  S? 


OR 

SPIRITUAL  SONGS,  &c. 


HYMN  I.  L,  M* 

A  Song  of  Praife. 

NrOW  in  a  fong  of  grateful  praife,  •  . 

to  my  dear  Lord  my  voice  I  II  ?.• 
With  all  the  faints  I’ll  join  to  tell* 

My  Jefus  has  done  all  things  well. 

2  All  worlds  his  glorious  pow  r  coitiefs* 

His  wifdom  all  his  works  expreis, 

But  Oh  !  his  love,*  what  tongue  can  telL 
My  Jefus  has  done  all  things  well.  - 

3  How  fov’reign  merciful  and  free  • 

Has  been  his  love  to  finiul  me  ; 

He  pluck’d  me  from  the  jaws  of  helij. 

My  Jefus  has  clone  all  things  welh 

4  ITpurnkihls  grace,  I  broke  his  law sv 
And  then  he  undertook  my  caufe  j 
To  fave  me  tho’  I  did  rebel, 

$  My  Jefus  has  done  all  things  well. 

And  fi'nce  my  foul  has  known  hi§  iove^ 
What  blelEngs  bath  he  made  me  prbve  I 
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Mercy,  which  doth  all  praife  excel  ; 

My  Jefus  has  done  all  things  well. 

6  Whene’er  my  Saviour  or  my  God* 

Hath  on  me  laid  his  gentle  rod  ; 

I  know  in  all  that  has  befel, 

My  Jefus  has  done  all  things  well. 

7  Tho*  many  flaming  fi’ry  darts* 

Attempt  their  level  at  my  heart  ; 

With  this  I  all  their  rage  repel — 

My  Jefus  has  done  all  things  well* 

&  Some  time-a  the  Lord,  his  face  doth  hide* 
To  make  me  pray,  and  kill  my  pride  ; 

Yet  on  my  heart  it  ft  ill  doth  dwell. 

My  Jefus  has  done  all  things  well. 

q  Soon  I  fhall  pa fs  this  vale  of  death, 
i\nd  in  his  arms  fhall  lofe  my  breath  ; 

Yet  then  my  happy  foul  fhall  tell, 

Mv  Tins  has  done  all  things  well. 

io  And  when  to  thofe  bright  worlds  I  rife. 
And  lohh  the  anthems  in  the  (kies  ; 

.Above  the  reft,  this  note  fhall  fwell, 

My  jefus  has  done  all  things  well. 

HYMN  I  I.  L.  M. 

Christ  the  apple  tree. 

^Tp HE  Tree  of  life,  my  foul  hath  feen, 

JL  Laden  with  fruit,  and  always  green 
The  trees  of  nature,  fruitlefs  be, 
Compar’d  with  Chrift  the  apple  tree. 


- 
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a  This  beauty  doth  all  things  excel, 

By  faith  I  know,  but  ne,cr  can  tell 
The  glory  which  I  now  can  fee. 

In  Jefus  Chrift  the  appletree. 

3  For  happinefs  I  long  have  fought, 
And  pleafure  dearly  I  have  bought  ; 

I  mifs’d  for  all,  but  now  I  fee 
"Tis  found  in  Chrift  the  appletree. 

4  Fm  weary’d  with  my  former  toil. 
Here  I  fhall  fet  and  reft  a  while  ; 

Under  the  fhadow  I  will  be,' 

Of  Jefus  Chrift  .the  appletree, 

5  with  great  delight  I’ll  make  my  ftay, 

There’s  none  fhall  fright  my  foul  away  $ 
Among  the  fons  of  men  I  fee,  . 


There’s  none  like  Chrift  the 


6  I’ll  fit  and  eat  this  fruit  divine',; 


It  cheers  my  heart  like  fpiritft  wi&o  ; 
And  now  this  fruit  is  fweet  to  me, 
That  grows  on  Chrift  the  appletree. 


7  This  fruit  doth  make  my  foul  t©  thrive^ 
It  keeps  my  dying  faith  alive-}  <  :  - 

Which  makes  my  foul  in  hafte  to  ke 


With  Jefus  Chrift  the  appletree. 


H  YMN  III.  P.  M 


The  Farewell , 

AR EWELL,  my  brethren,  in  the  Lori 
The  gofpel  founds  a  J ubifee  j 

A  2 


£ 


■  "V  » .  ’ 

m 

h-v-: 
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My  ftam’rmg  tongue  fhall  found  aloud, 

From  land  to  land,  from  fea  to  fea  ; 

And  as  I  preach  from  place  to  place. 

I’ll  truft  alone  in  God’s  free  grace. 

a  Farewell  in  bonds,  and  union  dear  ; 

f  Like  firings  you  twine  about  my  heart  ; 

I  humbly  beg  your  earnefl  pray’r, 

Till  we  fhall  meet  no  more  to  part* — 

Till  we  fhall  meet  in  worlds  above, 

Encircled  in  eternal  love. 

3  Farewell  my  earthly  friends  below, 

Tho’  all  fo  kind  and  dear  to  me  ; 

My  Jefus  calls,  and  I  muff  go, 

To  found  the  gofpel  Jubilee — - 
To  found  the  joys,  and  bear  the  news, 

To  Gentile  worlds,  and  royal  Jews. 

4  Farewell  young  people  one  and  all  ; 

While  God  fhall  grant  me  breath  to  breathe 

I ’ll  pray  to  the  eternal  All, 

That  your  dear  fouls  in  Chrifl  may  live— * 
That  your  dear  fouls  prepar  d  may  be, 

Td  reign  ic  blifs  eternally  ! 

5  Farewell  to  all  below  the  fun  ; 

And  as  I  pafs  in  tears  below. 

The  path  is  firait  my  feet  fhall  run  ; 

And  God  will  keep  me  as  I  go  — 

And  God  will  keep  me  in  his  hand. 

And  bring  me  to  the  promis  d  land# 

£  Farewell, farewell  !  I  look  above  ; 

Jefus  my  friend,  to  thee  I  call  ; 

My  joy,  my  crown,  my  only  love, 

My  fafeguard  here,  my  heay  nly  all, 
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My  theme  to  preach,  my  fong  to  fingp 
My  only  joy  till  death— -Amen. 

HYMN  IV.' 

The  Saviour'S  Merit . 

SAVIOUR,  1  do  feel  thy  merit, 

Sprinkled  with  redeeming  blood* 
And  my  weary,  troubled  fpirity 
Now  finds  reft  with  thee,  my  God* 

I  am  faie,  and  I  am  happy. 

While  in  thy  dear  arms  1  lie  j 
Sin  nor  Satan,  cannot  hurt  mej 
While  my  Saviour  is  fo  nigh, 

2  plory,  glory,  glory,  glory* 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory, 

Sing  his  praifes  thro’  the  fky  ; 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory, 

Glory  to  the  Father  give. 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory, 

Sing  his  praifes  all  that  live  . 

3  Now  I’ll  fing  my  Saviour’s  merit-® 
'  Tell  the  world  of  his  dear  name* 
That  if  any  want  his  fpirit, 

He  is  ft  ill  the  very  fame, 

He  that  alketh,  foon  receiveth* 

He  that  feeks  is  fure  to  find* 
Whofoe’er  on  him  believeth, 

He  will  never  call  behind. 

4  Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory. 
Glorious  Chrift  of  heav’nly  birth 
Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory, 

Sing  his  praifei  thro’  tho  earth  * 


9 


Divine  Hymns  — or,^ 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory, 

Glory,  to  the  fpirit  be. 

Glory,  glory,  glory, .  glory, 

To  the  facred.  one  In  three* 

5  Now  our  advocate  is  pleading; 

With  his  Father,  and  our  God  ; 

And  for  us  is  interceding/. 

As  the  purchafe  of  his  blood ; 

Now  methinks  I  hear  him  prayings 
Father  !  fave  them— I  have  died  ; 
And  the  father  anfwers  faying*  . 

They  are  freely  juft iiied.,. 

0  Worthy,  worthy,  worthy,  worthy,  - 
.  W orthy  is  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Worthy,  worthy,  worthy,  worthy, 
Who  lov’d  and  wafh’d  us  in  his  blood 
Holy,  holy,  holy,,  holy, 
t  Fioly  is  the  Lord  of  hofts,  , 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  holy. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  GhofL 

;  V  ,  O  '  «  ' .  At  *  .  n 

;;  Soon  we  hope  to  Ting  moft  Tweetly^ 

At  the  marriage  of  the  Lamb, 

W  hen  his  bride  is  drefs’d  completely., 

I  T  to  celebrate  the.  fame  : 

©.  what  fhouts  fnall  then  be  ringing 
Round  the  throne  of  God  moft  high,  , 
And  what  Tweet,  melodious  finging 
T  hen  /hall,  echo  thro’  the  iky.  , 


8  Glory,  lienor  and  tharikfgivMig* 
T- .  unto  the  Lord  our.  king  ; 

G  let  icv 'ry  creature  living 
d  The'  redeer, ftft’sr  ptatfes  fing  ; 

A1  le  hi  j  ah  !  A 1-1  el  Utah  ! 

Ncw  Tic  Lord  J chcrvah  reigns  5 
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ATlelujah  t  Allelujah  ! 

Sing  liis  praife  in  h  igheft  ftrains. 

^  Bleffed,  bleffed,  bleffed,  bleffed^ 
Bleffed  be  the  God  of  heav’n, 
Bleffed,  bleffed,  bleffed,  bleffed. 
Who  has  all  our  fins  forgiv’n  s - 
Praifed,  praifed,  praifed,  praifed^ 
Praifed  be  his  holy  name, 
Praifed,  praifedp  praifed,  praifed^ 
.Now  and  ever  more,  amen. 


HYMN  V.  L.  M. 


The  Hiding-Place . 


lIL,  fov’reign  love  !  that  firft  hega 
'The  fcheme  to  refcue  fallen  man  ; 


Hail,  match! efs,  free,  eternal  grace, 
That  gave  my  foul  a  hiding-place. 

a  Againft  the  God,  that  built  the  Iky, 
I  fought,  -with  hands  uplifted  high  ; 
Defpis’d  the  inanfions  of  his  grace, 
Too  proud  to  feck  a  hiding-place  ! 

3  Enwrapt  in  dark  Egyptian  night, 
And  fond  of  darknefs  more  than  light  ; 
Madly  I  ran  the  finful  race, 

Secure  without  a  hiding-place, 

4  But  lo  !  th}  eternal  council  rang, 
Almighty  love  !  arrefl  the  man  ; 

I  felt  the  arrows  of  dillrefs, 


And  found  I  had  no  hiding-place  ! 


j  Vmdi&ive  juftice  flood  in  vkw? 
To  Sinai’s  fi’ry  mount  I  flew  \ 
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But  juftice  cry’d  with  frowning  facc^ 

This  mountain  is  no  hiding-place ! 

6  But  io  !  a  heav’nly  voice  I  heard* 

And  mercy’s  angel  loon  appear’d  5. 

He  led  me  on  a  pleadng  place. 

To  Jefus  Chrift,  my  hiding-place,, 

fj  Should  fev’n  fold  dorms  of  vengeance  roll,...) 
And  ihakc  this  globe  from  pole  to  pole  p, 

Mo  thunder-bolts  fhall  daunt  my  face*, 

For  Jefus  is  my  hiding-place  ! 

8  On  him  Almighty  vengeance  fell, 

W hich  mud  have  funk  a  world  to  hell  'v 
He  bore  it  for  his  c  ho  fen  race. 

And  thus  became  their  hiding-place  ! 

9’  A  few  more  rolling  funs  at  mod* 

S ’ ; all  lar  d  me  on  fair  Canaan’s  coad  ; 

Where  I  (hall  fmg  the  fong  of  grace^ . 

Anri  fee  my  glorious  hiding-place  ! 

HYMN  VI.  C.  M, 

The  Chrljllan  /oldie  r* 

T1REEb^D  uni  form  Chrid-s  foldiers  are**- 
JlJp  YVYen  duty  calls  abroad  ; 

Hot  pi- , -chas’d  at  their  cod  or  care, , 

But  by  their  prince  bellow’d .  - 


i III  s  fol.i-ersdo  cat  Chnd-Iike  bread, 
ar  regimental  drefs  ; 
eav’nly  white n  and  fac’d  with  red, 
hiiid7s  own  right  c6-ufnefs ! 
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And  to  the  ffildicr  dear  ; 
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No  rofe  can  learn  to  blufh  like  this. 

Nor  lilly  look  fo  fair  ! 

4  *Tis  wrought  by  J  efu’s  finlful  hand, 
Andftain’d  in  his  own  blood  ! 

It  makes  the  angels  gazing  (land* 

To  view  this  robe  of  God  ! 

5  No  art  of  man  can  weare  this  robe 
Tis  of  fuch  mixture  fine  : 

Nor  could  the  worth  of  all  the  globe* 

By  purchafe  make  it  mine,, 

6  ’Tis  of  one  piece,  and  wove  throughout* 
Socurioufly,  that  none 

Can  drefs  up  in  this  feamlefs  coat* 

Till  Jefus  put  it  on. 

7  This  vefture  never  waxes  old. 

No  fpot  thereon  can  fall  : 

It  makes  the  foldierbrifk  and  bold* 

And  dutiful  with  all. 

$  Lord,  drefs  me  in  this  robe  each  day* 
And  it  {hall  hide  my  fhame  ;  ft; 

•Shall  make  me  fight  ’gainft  fin,  and  p  ay* 
And  blefs  my  captain’ s  name. . 

9  How  brifk  and  bold  Chrift’s  foldiers  are* 
When  d  re  it’d  up  in  this  robe  y 

They  look  like  men  equip!  for  war* 

Or  like  the  fens  of  God. 

10  Their  thield  is  faith  their  helmet  heme 
And  thus  they  march  Chrift’s  rpad  ; 

C h rift's  fpi r it  is  t he i r  gl i tte r mg  feor %  ■ 
To  play* the  matt  for  God. 
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Si  When  drefTd  up  in  this  uniform. 

In  order  march  a  long  ; 

Chrift  Jefus  is  their  leader  now* 

And  cortfeience  beats  the  drum* 

2 2  The  trumpet  founds  by  Chrift 9s  command. 
Along  and  joyful  found  ; 

The  foldiers  fhout,  and  praife  their  king* 

And  th*  walls  come  tumbling  down, 

HYMN  VII.  C.  M. 

Jt  warning  tdjinners,  to  fee  from  the  wrath  id  somt* 

WHEN  pity  prompts  me  to  look  round 
Upon  this  fellow  clay  ; 

See  men  reje£l  the  gofpel  found. 

Good  God  !  what  fhall  I  fay  ? 

2  My  bowels  yearn  for  dying  men, 

Doom'd  to  eternal  woe  ; 

Fain  would  I  fpeak,  but  ’tis  in  vain, 
lr  f  God  does  not  fpeak  too. 

■j  O  !  finners,  finners,  wont  you  here. 

When  in  God's  name  I  come  ? 

Up  on  your  peril  don’t  forbear. 

Left  hell  fhould  be  your  doom. 

4  Now  is  the  time,  th*  accepted  hour3!, 

O!  fmners  come  a  way  ; 

The  Saviour's  knocking  at  your  door, 

Arife  without  delay. 

c  O  !  don’t  refufe  to  give  him  room, 

Left  mercy  Ihould  withdraw  ; 

He’ll  then  in  robes  of  vengeance  come 

'  T®  execute  his  law. 
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6  Then  where,  poor  mortals,  will  you  be 

If  deftitute  of  grace,  r 

When  you  your  injur’d  judge  lhall  iee* 
And  (land  before  his  face  ? 

O  !  could* you  (hun  that  dreadful  fight? 
How  would  you  wifh  to  fly 
To  the  dark  fhades  of  endlefs  night 
From  that  all  fearching  eye  ? 

8  But  death  and  hell  muft  all  appear* 

And  you  among  them  Hand  ; 

Before  the  great  impartial  bar, 

Arraign’d  at  Chrift’s  left  hand. 


9  No  yearningbowcls,  pity  then 
Shall  not  affe£f  my  heart ; 

No,  I  fhall  furely  fay  amen 

When  Chriftbids  you  depart,  v 

10  Let  notthefe  -warnings  be  in  vain^ 
But  lend  a  liftning  ear  ; 

Left  you  fhould  meet  them  all  again* 
When  wrapt  in  keen  delpair. 

HYMN  VIII.  C.  Mp 


The  Soldier  of  the  Crops » 


AM  I  a  foLUer  of  the  Crofs, 

A  foll’wer  of  the  Lamb  ? 
Why  fhould  I  fear  to  own  his  caufe, 
Gr  blufli  to  fpeak  his  name  \ 

2  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 

Muft  1  not  ftem  the  flood  ? 

'Is  this  vain  world  a  friend  to  grace* 
To  help  us  unto  God  } 
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3  Should  I  be  carry ’d  to  the  Ikies, 

On  flow’ry  beds  of  eafe  ? 

While  others  fight  to  win  the  prize, 

'And  fail  thro’  bloody  Teas  ? 

4  Yes,  I  mufl  fight  if  I  would  reign, 
Increafe  my  courage,  Lord, 

Tob  ear  the  crofs,  endure  the  fhamc, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  The  faints  all  in  this  glorious  war. 

Shall  conquer  tho2 3 * 5  they  die  ; 

They  fee  a  triumph  from  afar. 

And  fee  it  with  their  eye. 

6  When  that  ihuflrious  day  fhall  rife, 

And  all  their  armies  fhine 

With  robes  of  vi£t’ry  thro’  the  fldes. 

The  glory  fhall  be  thine. 

HYM  N  IX. 

A  true  Cbriftians  experience. 

all  ye  faints' and  Tinners  near, 
Come  iifitn  awhile  and  you  fhall  hear 

The  wonders  of  almighty  grace, 

Which  fi  t  me  free  to  ling  his  praife. 

2  Or  e  glorious.  Jefus,  from  the  fkv, 

He  i  iid  to  me  as  he  pafs’d  by, 

Awake,  arife  depart  and  fly, 

Go  hence,  or  you  will  ftircly  die. 

3  Mine  eyes  he  open’d  to  behold 

The  wonders  I  have  never  told  ; 

.Heaven, and  hell  I  thought  I  faw* 

And  my  poor  foul  in  i  urn-lay. 
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4  X  bear’d  of  Jefus,  who  they  fay 
Could  waih  a  iinner’s  fins  away  : 

But  how  to  find  him  I  did  not  know| 
Nor  how  to  meet  with  him  below. 

%  My  flefh  did  war  againfl  my  foul. 
Temptation  did  me  much  controul  ; 
The  weeping  faints  X  could  not  flight. 
Who  fought  their  Jefus  day  and  night. 

6  The  feandal  of  his  crofs  I  fee. 

That  fcandal  it  would  fall  on  me 
But  (till  I  thought  I  did  behold, 

I  wanted  Jefws  more  than  gold. 

n  I  laid  me  down  to  take  my  reft, 
Bemoaning  of  my  dreadful  cafe  .. 

I  tho  jcht  I  would  for  mercy  wait. 

But  then  I  fear’d  I’d  come  too  late. 

8  I  little  tho’t  he’d  been  fo  nigh. 

Id  is  fpeaking  made  me  {mile*  and  cry  ; 
He  faid  I’m  come  to  you,  my  ipve? 

I  have  a  place  for  you  above.'  .  . 

9  This  glorious  news  I  did.  believe, 
My  fins  and  forrows  did  me  leave  : 
My  foul  enraptur’d  in  his  love, 

In  hopes  to  go  with  him  above-^- 

10  There  for  to  fet  and  fing  and  tell 
The  wonders  ot  Immanuel,  * 

While  we  (hall  join  in  fongs  divine, 
To  praife  him  all  his  faints  combine. 

HYMN  X.  S.  M,  ftg 

An  Evening  Hymn . 

^  papT  an(J  g0ne> 

JL  The  evening  fhades  appear  \ 
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O  may  we  all  remember  well 
The  night  of  death  draws  near, 

2  We  lay  our  garments  by, 

Upon  our  beds  to  reft; 

So  death  will  foon  difrobe  us  all  ■ 

Or  what  we  here  poftefs. 

3  Lord,  keep  us  Fife  this  night, 

(ecure  from  all  our  fears  ; 

sng£U  guard  us  while  we  deep. 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

4  And  when  we  early  rife. 

And  view  ths  unweari’d  fun , 

M*y  we  fet  out  to  win  the  prize. 

And  alter  glory  run. 

5  And  when  our  days  are  pa  ft. 

Ana  we  from  time  remove, 

O  may  we  in  thy  bofom  reft, 

The  bofom  of  thy  love. 

HYMN  XI.  C.  M; 

A  Hymn  for  young  Converts. 

ETHiNKS  I  hear  my  faviour  call 
TV  A.  His  pleafant  voice  doth  lay, 

tents  ot  cafe,  and  iin,  and  thrall 
My'  fair  one  ccme  away,” 

2  Otxhs  fpirit  doth  his  faints  adorn 
Like  duffers  on  the  vine  ; 

O  #  tls  a  ktight  and  glorious  morn, 

To  fee  ( ht ir  graces  (bine. 

3  Dear  Saviour,  here  I  panting  lie, 

And  long  to  fee  thy  face  ; 
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O  Lord,  I  pray  do  not  deny 
A  vifit  of  thy  grace. 

4  Dear  Saviour  come,  fweet  Jefus  come, 

I  long  to  hear  thy  voice  ; 

Jefus  ride  on  thy  pow’r  aflurne, 

And  make  thy  faints  rejoice. 

5  How  Jong  fhall  that  bright  hour  delay  ? 
When  will  my  Lord  appear 

I  long  to  fee  that  happy  day 
When  Jefus  will  draw  near. 

6  O  how  I  long  to  take  my  flight. 

My  foul  is  on  the  wing  ; 

I  long  to  fee  my  heart’s  delight. 

And  be  with  Chr-ift,  my  King. 

7  Moll  gracious  King,  I  love  thy  name, . 

I  long  for  to  adore, 

I  long  to  found  thy  gracious  fame. 

Upon  the  blifsful  fhorc. 

8  Then  let  my  foul  abforbed  be. 

While  God  doth  me  furround, 

As  a  fmall  drop  in  the  vaft  fea 
Is  loft  and  can’t  be  found. 

9  I  long  thy  coming  to  behold,  , 

Then  fhall  thy  faints  adore  ; 

My  ardent  wiflies  can’t  be  told, 

So  I  can  fay  no  more. 

HYMN  XII.  C,  E 

t  *■  j,  (»v  e  k .  ? 

The  Heavenly  Jerufalem, 

ERUSALEM,  my  happy  home, 

O  how  I  long  for  thee  ! 

B  i 
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When  will  my  forrow  have  an  end  ? 
ihyjoys,  when  fell  I  fee  ? 

2  M  Ti  Tal-ISarC  ail  of  Pilous  flone, 

Moft  glorious  to  behold  ; 

i  ^  gates  are  richly  fet  with  pearl  ; 

-1  by  itrects  are.pav’d  with  Gold, 

3  Ihyn^rd,en  and  thy  pleafant  green 
My  ftudy  long  have  been  : 

ohcu  fparlding  light,  by  human  ffet 

«as  never  yet  been  feen. 

4  heaven  be  thus,  glorious  Lord, 
wLv  Should  I  flay  from  thence  ? 

What  folly ’.is  fetf  Ihould  dread.. 

1  ocue  and  go  from  hence- ! 

5  Reach  down  reach  down  thine  arm  of  grace. 

And  catafe  me  to  afcend  * 

ArfrC?fgreSation  ne’er  breaks  up, 

■And  iabbaths  never  end0. 

6  jefus  my  love  to  glory’s  gone, 
film  will  I  go  and  fee. 

And  all  rny  brethren  here  bcldfo  ' 

Will  foon  come  after  me. 

7  My  friends, rI  bid  you  all  adieua 
I  leave  you  in  God’s  care  j 

And  if  I  never  more  fee  you, 

Go  on,  1 11  meet  you  there. 

JB  X  here  we  frail  meet  no  more  to  part5 
And  heav  n  fliall  ring  with  orailc  • 

While  Jefus5  love  in  every  heart*  * 
f ;  u’  1 1  t u n e  t  i  .5  £&p g ,  free  g race*. 


•1-  _ _  -  t.  '  '  7 
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9  Millions  of  years  around -me  run# 

Our  foil g  fh ail  (till  go.  on  ; 

To  praiie  the  fatherland  th«Ton> 

And  fpirk  three  in  one. 

10  When  we’ve  been  there  a  thou  fan  d  yearly 
Bright  firming  as  the  fun, 

We’ve  no  Iefs  days  to  fing  God’s  praiie 
Than  when  we  .fir ft  begun. 

Cj 

HYMN.  XIH.  L.  M, 


5  he  Heavenly  Lover. 

HE  dies,  the  heav’nly  lever  dies; 

1  ne  tidings  ftrike  a  doleful  found  f 
On  my  poor  heart-  firings  deep  he  lies. 

In  the  cold  caverns  of  the  ground. 

2  Come,  faints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two 
On  the  dear  boforn  of  your  God  ; 

He  filed  a  thoufand  drops  for  you, 

A  thoufand  drops  of  richer  blood  ! 

3  -Upre  s  'ave  and  grief  beyond  degree^ 

T  ne  Lprd  of  glory  dies  for  man  !  . 

But  lo  !  what  hidden  joys  I  fee,  g-  T 
Jefus  the  dead,  revives  again  !  f 

•  1 1  ;  ■  "t  -ft, 

4  The  rifing  G.od  forfakes  his  tomb. 

Up  to  his  father's  court  he  flies  ; 

Cherubic  Iegionstguard  him  home, 

And  fhout  him  welcome  to  the  fkiesv 


5  children’s  ciiiUren  praife  your  God  ; 

i  no’  now  in  forrow  much  bow’d  down,  ' 
"  Txrf^011  "vvalk  the  golden  ftreets 
v.  ne;e  you  wi.il  wear  a  (tarry  crown  . 
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6  We’ll  praife  King  Jefus  thro’  the  fkies 
Sing  glory,  glory,  round  the  throne  ; 

We’ll  mount  aloft  on  eagles  wings — 

Well  take  our  flight  and  flee  away. 

7  I’m  glad  I  ever  faw  the  day, 

I  came  to  preach,  and  fing,  and  pray  ; 
There’s  glory,  glory,  in  my  foul, 

This  makes  me  praife  my  Lord  fo  bold* 

8  I  hope  to  praife  him  when  I  die* 

And  fhout  faivationas  I  fly  ; 

Sing  glory,  glorv,  thro’ the  air, 

Meet  all  my  father’s  children  there. 

9  Thereon  Mount  Zion  I  (hall  Hand, 

Crown  on  my  head  and  harp  in  hand  ; 

There  fpend  a  long  eternity 
In  praiflng  on  the  heavenly  key. 

HYMN  XIV. 

Christ’s  Invitation . 

CTOME  brethren  and  fillers  that  lovt  my  dear 
y  Lord,  V 

I  pray  give  attention  and  ear  to  my  word  ; 
What  a  wonder  of  mercy  !  behold  now  I  fee, 
What  a  tender, kind  Saviour  has  done  for  poor  me 

2  I  'was  led  by  the  devil  till  loll  and  dillrefskl* 

I  tho’t  that  in  torments  I  foon  fhould  be  calf. 

No  peace  to  the  wicked,  but  all  mifery, 

Till  by  faith  I  faw  Jefus  hang  bleeding  for  me. . 

^  O’  un tier  !  f  id  jefus,  for  you  I  have  di’d 
AH  glory  Oo  Jcf  .s,  my  foul  then  reply’d  : 

The  guilt  waf  remov’d,  my  foul  did  rejoice. 
The  blood  was  applied,  the  witnefs  and  voice. 
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4  On  my  low  bending  knees  before  God  I  did  fail* 
And  glory  to  jefus,  for  he’s  all  and  ail  ; 

The  heart  of  his  rebel  was  burfled  in  twain* 

To  fee  my  dear  jefus  on  Calvary  (lain. 

5  There  was  peace  now  in  heaven  and  peace  up¬ 

on  earth, 

The  angels  rejoice  at  a  poor  Tinner’s  birth  ; 
Your  fins  are  forgiven,  my  faViour  did  fay — - 
Oh  !  witnefs  kind  heaven,  on  this  my  birthday. 

6  My  foul  it  was  humbled,  I  fell  to  the  gfounci* 
The  time  of  refre filing  at  length  I  have  found, 
Oh  Lord,  thou  halt  ravi fil’d  my  foul  with  thy 

charms, 

Let  me  die  like  Simeon,  with  Chriftin  my  arm?; 

HYMN  XV.  1/ 

Ghrijlian  under  Darknefs , 

HOW  tedious  and  tafllefs  the  hours, 

When  jefus  no  longer  I  fee  ; 

Sweet  profpedl,  fweet  birds- and  fweet  flow  Vs* 
Have  loll  all  their  fweetnefs  to  me., 

2  The  micLfummer  fun  fhines  buthlim- 
The  fields  ftrive  in'vaift  to  look,  gay  5  V 
But  when  I  am  happy  in, him, 

December  ispieafant  as  may. 

3  His  name  yields  the  richeft  perfume, 

And  fweeter  than  ,  mu  lie  his  voice  ; 

His  prefence  difperfes  my  gloom.. 

Ana  makes  all  within  me  rejoice. 

4.  I  (hordd  view  him  always  thus  nig1:  .. 

Have  no  till  rig  to  wiih  or  to 


i  ear.: 
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No  mortal  fo  happy  as  I, 

My  fumrner  would  lad  all  the  year* 

5  Content  with  beholding  his  face. 

My  all  to  his  pleafure  refign  ; 

No  changes  of  feafons  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind, 

6  While  blefs’d  with  a  fcnfc  of  his  love 
A  palace  of  joy  would  appear, 

And  pri fotis  would  palaces  prove 
If  Jefus  would  dwell  with  me  there,  • 

ord  if  I  indeed  now  am  thine 
thou  art  my  fun  and  my  fong, , 

I  languithand  pine, 
is  my  winter  fo  long  ? 

ve  thofe  dark  clouds  from  the  iky,  • 
hy  foal -.cheering  prefence  redore, 
ke  me  unto  thee  on  high 

e  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more, 

Y  MN  XVI  C.  M. 

a  young  Chrijlian s  Life  and  death > 

V  door  of  blifs  to  weary  faints, 
rim  death,  become  ; 

is  in  the  tomb. 

"ath  they  enter  to  thofe  joys 
par’d  for  therii  above  . ; 
re  they  are  ever  fwallow  *d  up 
cndlefs  life  and  love. 

!  there  they  fee  as  they  are  feen^ 
ith  dear  unclouded  Views  ; 
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O  !  there  they  hear  of  nothing  elfe, 

But  joyful  glorious  news. 

a  Anthems  ®f  joy  and  pvaife  are  there, 

With  hallelujahs  fung  . 

Who  would  be  fond  of  this  vain  worlds 

This  drofs,  this  dirt,,  this  dung  f 

t  The  faints  forever  do  behold 

The  ir  deareft  J  efus’  iace  1 
There  always  they  admiring  are 
Eternal  boundicfs  grace. 

6  They’re  in  the  houfe  not  made  with 
In  heaven  eternally 

They  dwell,  and  with  the  rays  a*  Our 
They  fhine  moll  glorioufly. 

7  They’re  fre’d  from  labor, 

From  ’cumbrance,  peril,  pain 

Then  we  (ball  find  whaler  we.  di 
For  Chrift,  was  not  in  vain. 

3  Now  heaven’s  work  is  here 
The  work  of  Tinging  prd 
The  work  and  will  of  God  in 
Which  there  will .laft  alw 

hymn 

<fhe  Weary  Traveller 

E  all  ye  weary  travellers, 

Now  let  us  join  andfing 
everlaffing  praifes  ^ 

Of  Jefus  our  great  King. 

We’ve  had  a  tedious  journeys 
*  .  y1s  true  ..j 
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But  fee  how  many  dangers 
The  Lord  has  brought  us  through. 

2  At  firfl  when  JYfus  found  us. 

He  call’d  us  unto  him, 

And  pointed  out  the  danger 
Of  falling  into  fin. 

The  world,  the  flefh  and  fatan 
Would  prove  a  fatal  fnare9 
Unlefs  we  did  rejedl  them 
By  fauhand  humble  prayerc 

3  But  by  our  difobedience, 

With  Borrow  we  confefs. 

We  have  had  long  to  wander, 

In  a  dark  wildernefs  ; 

W  here  we  might  long  have  fainted 
In  that  inchanted  ground. 

But  now  and  then  a  duller 
Of  pleafant  grapes  we  found. 

4  The  pleafant  fruit  of  Canaan, 

Give  life,  and  joy,  and  peace — ■ 

Revive  our  drooping  fpirits. 

And  love  and  ftrength  increafe. 

To  confefs  our  Lord  and  mafter^ 

And  run  at  his  command, 

And  h&ftren  on  our  journey 
.Unto  the  promis’d  land. 

5  With  faith,  and  hope,  and  patience 
We’re  made  for  to  rejoice  ; 

And  j  efua  and  his  people 
For  ever  are  our  choice. 

In  trace  and  confolation 
We  now  are  going  on 
1  h  e  p  1  c  a  ft  ng  way  to  C  a  n  a  a 
-  Where  Idas  C  hr  ill  is  rone. 

;  ».*  O 
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6  Sinners,  why  (land  you  idle, 
While  we  do  march  along  ; 

Has  confcience  never  told  you 
That  you’re  going  wrong, 

Down  the  broad  road  to  Darknefs 
To  bear  an  endlefs  curfe  ? 

Forfake  your  ways  of  finning, 

And  come  and  go  with  us. 

7  But  if  you  will  refufe  it, 

We  bid  you  all  farewell  ; 

\Ve’re  on  the  road  to  Canaan 
And  yoii  the  road  to  hell ; 

We’re  forry  for  to  leave  you, 
We’d  rather  you  would  go  ; 

Come  try  a  bleeding  Saviour, 

And  fee  the  waters  flow. 


8  Now  to  the  King  Immortal 
Be  everlafting  praife, 

For  in  his  holy  fervice 
We  long  to  {pend  our  days, 

Till  we  arrive  at  Canaan 
The  celeftial  world  above. 

With  everlafling  wonder 
To  praife  redeeming  love. 

1  HYMN  XVI 1 1. 

The  enjoyments  of  Heaven* 

THINE  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  w 
But  there’s  a  nobler  reit  above  ; 
To  that  our  laboring  fouls  afpire, 
With  ardent  pangs  of  ftrong  defife. 

,  f  ”  _  ,  ‘  **■  .4  •'  ■  \  t  A  V  *  •»  *• 

2  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  diftrefs, 
Nor  fm,  nor  hell  fhall  reach  the  place 
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No  groans  to  mingle  with  the  fongs, 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 

3  No  rut^e  alarms  of  raging  foes — 

No  cares  to  break  our  long  repofe  ; 

No  midnight  fhade,  no  clouded  fun. 

But  facred  light,  eternal  noon. 

H  Y  M  N  XIX. 

A  morning  Hymn . 

OW  the  fhadcs  of  night  are  gone. 
Now  the  morning  light  is  come  j 
i>  ,  we  would  be  thine  to  day. 

Drive  tfee  fhades  of  fin  away. 

2  Make  our  fouls  as  noon-day  clear, 
Banifh  every  doubt  and  fear  ; 

In  thy  vine-yard  Lord  to-day 
We  would  labor,  we  would  pray. 

3  Keep  our  haughty  paffions  bound. 
Riling  up  and  fitting  down, 

Going  out  and  coming  in 

Keep  ns  fafe  from  every  fin. 

4.  AVhen  our  work  of  life  is  pad, 

O  !• ; «  ceivc  us  then  at  lad  : 

T  cbor  then  will  all  be  o'er 
Night  of  lin  will  be  no  more. 

H  Y  M  N  XX.  L.  Me 

A  Hymn  for  Baptifm. 

CYOME  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord, 

U,  Come  and  obey  his  lac  red  word  ; 
He  di\J  and  rofe  again  for  you  ; 

W  hat  more  could  the  Redeemer  do. 
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2  We  to  displace  are  come  to  Omw 
What  we  toboundlefs  merey  oW'e  . 

The  Saviour’s  footfteps  to  , 

And  tread  the  path  he  trod  b.mm, 

a  Eternal  fpirit,  heav’rdy  dove, 

Onthefebapufm.il  waters,  move  . 

That  we,,  thro’  energy  divine. 

May  have  the  fubftar.ee  with  tne  ng  . 

HYMN  XXI. 

On  tfefiviftnefi  of  Tin*. 

Y  days,  my  weeks,  my  months, 
VjV_  Flv  rapid,  like  the  whirling  fp 

Around"  the  (leady  pole  : 

Tim-  like  a  tide,  Us  moment  Uc  , 
Till  I  (hall  launch  thefe  boundlefs,dee 
Where  cndlefs  ages-roll. 

o  The  grave  is  near  the  cradle  teen  , 
Flow  fwift  the  moments  pafs  between 
And  whifper  as  they  %>  . 

Unthinking  man  !  remember  ■ 

Thou,  ’mid ft  thy  f^lunary  bl  fy,  ■ 
Muft  groan,  and  gafp,  and  du  . 

My  foul  attend  the  folemn  call  ;  . 
hine  earthly  tent  muft  quickly  fall,- 
And  thou  mud  take^thy  mg* t 
Beyond  the  vaft  extenfive 
To  love  and  fing  as  angels  do. 

Or  fink  in  endlefs  night, 

4,  Eternal  bills,  eternal  woe 

Hangs  on  this  inch  of  time  below 
'  On  this  precarious  breath  :  : 


1- 
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The  Gocl  of  nature  only  knows 
Whether  another  year  (hall  dole 
Ere  I  expire  in  death, 

5  Long  ere  the  fun  (hall  run  its  round* 

I  may  be  bury’d  under  ground, 

And.  there  in  filence  rot  ! 

Alas  !  one  hour  may  clofethe  fcene, 

And  ere  twelvemonths  may  roll  between 
My  name  be  quite  forgot. 

('  hut  (hall  my  foul  be  then  extindl. 

Or  ceafe  to  live,  or  ceafe  to  think  r1 
It  cannot,  cannot  be  ; 

Thou  my  immortal,  cannot  die 
What  wilt  thou  do,  cr  whither  fly 
When  death  (hall  fet  thee  free  ? 

7,  Will  mercy  then  its  arm  extend 
Will  Jefus  be  thy  guardian  friend. 

And  heav’n  thy  dwelling  place  ? 

Or  (hdi  infixhipg  fiends,  appear 
To  drag  thee  down  to.  dark  defpain 
Beyond  the  reach  of  grace  ? 

S  A  heaven  or  •  hell  or  thefealojie. 

Beyond  this  mortal  life  are  known— 
There  is  no  middle  (late  ; 

'I  o-day  attend  the  call  divine, 

To  morrow  may  be  none  of  thine. 

Or  it  may  be  too  late. 

Q  O  !  do  not  pafs  this  life  in  dreams*, 

Vafl  is  the  change,  what’er  it  feems, 

To  poor  unthinking  men  ; 

Lord,  at  thy  foot-ftooi  I  would  boW, 

Bi  d  conference  tell  me  plainly  now 
What  it  will  tell  me  then. 
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ro  If  indeftni&ion’s  road  I  dray, 
Help  me  to  choofethat  better  way. 
Which  leads  to  joys  on  high  ;  # 

Thy  grace  impart,  my  guilt  forgive, 
Nor  let  me  ever  dare  to  live 
Such  as  I  dare  not  die.. 


HYMN  XXII.  s.  Mo 

A  prof pe  ft  of  Christ’s  &hurch< 

BEHOLD  a  lovely  vine, 

Here  in  this  defert  gropnd  ;  . 
The  blofloms  (hoot  and  profhife  fruit. 
And  tender  grapes  are  found; 


2  I tsj  circling  branches  rife. 

And  (hade  the  neighboring  lands  ; 

With  lovely  charms  fhe  fpreads  her  arms, 
With  clutters  in  her  hands. 


3  This  city  can’t  be  hid, , 

It’s  built  upon  a  hill  : 

The  dazzling  light  it  dunes  fo  bright- . 
It  doth  the  Tallies. fill. 


^  Ye  trees  which  lofty  (land.* 

And  dars  with  fparkling  light 
Ye  chriftians  hear,  both  far  and  near 
JTis  joy  to  dec "the  fight. 

C  Yc  infers,  feeble  race. 

And  filh  that  glide  the  dream 
Ye  birds  that  fly  (ecu re  on  high, 
Repeat  the  joyful  theme. 

6  Ye  beads  that  feed  at  home, 

Or  roam  tlie  vallies  round',,  . 

C  : 
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With  lofty 'Voice  proclaim  the  joys, 

And  join  the  pleafant  found. 

7  Shall  feeble  natbreding', 

And  man  not  join  the  lays  ? 

O  may  their  throats  be  fwell’d  with  notes, 
And  fill’d  with  fongs  of  praife. 

8  Glory  to  God  on  high, 

For  his  redeeming  grace  ; 

Phe  bleifed  Dove  came  from  above, 

To  fave  our  ruin’d  race. 


HYMN  XXIII.  L.  M. 

The  ChrifAan  s  Invitation  and  Determination 

COME  now  poor  fmners,  (hare  a  part, 

And  give  the  blefled  Chrift,  your  heart 
Come,  we  will  take  you  by  the  hand, 
Come,  go  with  us  to  Canaan’s  land. 

'i  Leave  all  your  carnal  loves  and  toys, 
"Andfeek  whhns  thofe  folid  joys  ; 

For  loon  in  glory  we  fhall  rife, 

Aral  there  enjoy  the  lading  prize, 

3  But  if  with  us  ye  will  not  go, 

And  feck  this  jefus  for  to  know  ; 

I  hen  we  mud  bid  you  all  adieu, 

-For  by  his  grace  we’ll  him  purfue. 

H  Y  M  N  XXIV.  L.  M, 

T h  e  p  re  ffu  re  of  Sin . 

THAT  my  load  of  iin  was  gone— 

O  that  I  could  at  lad  fubmit, 

At  Jefusr  feet  to  lay  me  down, 

To  hy  my  foul  at  Jefus’  feet. 
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2  When  (hall  mine  eyes  behold  the  Lamb, 

The  God  of  my  ftfivation  fee  ? 

Weary,  O  Lord,  thou  know’d  I  am,  v 
Yet  dill  I, cannot  come,  to  thee. 

^  Reft  for  my  foul  I  long  to  find  ; 

Saviour,  if  mine  indeed  thou  art, 

Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 

And  damp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

4.  I  would  (but  thou  mud  give  the  po  w2 3 * 5r) 

My  heart  were  from  it's  fins  releas’d  : 

O  let  me  fee  that  happy  hour, 

’Twill  fill  my  foul  with  heav’nly  peace, 

5,  Come,  Lord,  the  drooping  finner  cheef?  . 
Let  not  my  Jefus  long  delay, 

Appear  in  my  poor  heart,  appear, 

My  God,  my  Saviour,  cornel  pray.  . 

HYMN  XXV.  L.  M/ 

The  returning  Penitent's  Returns 

*  '7.;'^:.  *  * 

WEARY  of  draggling  with  my  pain, 
Hopelefs  to  burd  my  nature’s  chain; 
Hardly  I  give  the  coined  o’er, 

I  feek  to  free  myfeif  no  more. 

2  F rorrt  my  own  works  at  lad  I  ceafe~^ 

God  that  creates  mud  leal  my  peace  ; 
Fruitlcfs  my  toil  and  vain  my  care, 

And  all  my  fitnefs  is  del  pair. 

•  - .  y  • 

3  Lord,  I  defpair  myfeif  to  heal, 

I  -  fee  my  fin  but  cannot  feel  : 

I  cannot,  till  thy  ipirit  blow, 

.And  bid  th’  obedient  waters  flow* 


r 


& 
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4  *1  is  thine,  a  heart  of  flefh  to  give, 

Thy  gilts  I  only  can  receive  ; 

Here  then  to  thee  I  all  refign  ; 

To  draw,  redeem  and  fealis  thine. 

5  With  finiple  truth  to  thee  I  call, 

My  light,  my  life,  my  Lord,  my  all 
iwait  the  moving  of  the  pool—" 

I  wait  the  word  that  fpeaks  me  whole. 

6  Speak,  gracious  Lord,  my  flcknefs  cure, 
Mike  my.i-nfedled  nature  pure  ; 

Peace,  righteoufnefs  and  joy  impart, 

And  pour  thyfelf  into  my  heart. 

,  \ 

H  Y  M'N*  XXVI,  S.  Mo 

Hymn  for  Haptifm « 

LET  heav’n  and  earth  rejoice, 

And  facred  anthems  raife, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, . 

For  free  and  fov’reign  graceo 

2  Behold  the  fpotlefs  Lamb, , 

D<.  (bending  from  above. 

To  bring  the  earthly  Grangers  home, 

Upon  the  wings  of  love.. 

2  O  may  our  fouls  rejoice. 

His  precepts  mobey  ; 

Who  to  fulfil  all  righteoufnefs, 

Mark’d  out  the  humble  way. 

4  T  Hus  Jcfus  did  defeend, 

Into  the  liquid  ft  ream  ; 

Which  teaches  finnersnot  to  feern. 

What  him  fo  well  became. 


Spiritual  Songs, 


5  O  may  we  then  march  on, 

Nor  fear  what  men  fhali  fay  ; 
Ocnv  ourfcl’ves  and  take  our  crds, 
Since  jefus  leads  the  way. 


6  We  dare  no  longer  {land. 

As  neuters  to  thy  caufe  ;  r 

But  by* the  help  of  grace,  we’ll  yiele. 
Obedience  to  thy  laws. 


7  Into  the  watery  tomb, 

We  chearfully  defccnd, 

In  token  of  our  faith  and  love** 
To  our  celeftial  friend. 


8  Lord  meet  us  here  this  day,  . 

Who  come  to  do  thy  will  : 

Grant  us  thy  prefence,  d eared  Lord,. 
Thy  promis’d  grace  fulfil. 

9  Defcend,  O  heavenly  Dove, 

And  wing  our  fouls  away. 

Up  to  that  bright  and  happy  fhorc 
Of  everlading  day. 

10  This  day  I'll  make  my  choice 
To  ferve  the  . Lord  mod  high 

Deny  myfelf,  take  up  the  crols, 

And  do  it  chearfully. 

HYMN  XXVII.  L.  M 

*  PRATE  R. 


“ORAYER  was  appointed  to  convey 
JL  The  bleffings  God  dcfign’d  to  give 
Long  as  they  live  fhould  Cbrillians  pray 
Lor  only  while  they  pray  they  live  -  .. 


I 


JT4  Divine  Hymns— or, 

^  The  Chriftian  s  prayer  his  God  indites,, 
lie  i  pea  as  as  prompted  from  within, 

1  he  ipirit  his  petition  writes, 

.And  Chi  id;  receives*  and  gives  it  in. 

3  wilt  thou  in  dead  filence  lie, 

_  ^'^ien  thrift  ftands  waiting  for  thy  prayer  ? 

My  foul  thou  haft  a  friend  on  high, 

A  rife  and  try  thy  intered  thereL 

4  If  pains  afflifl,  if  wrongs  opprefs. 

If  cares  didradi,  if  fears  difmay, 

If  guilt  dbjedls,  if  fins  didrefs, 

Thy  remedy’s  before  thee— pray.. 

5  Jl  s  pr:iyer  fupports  the  foul  that's  weak, 

^  thought  be  broken,  language  lame, 

•  -AH  if  thou  can’d  or  can’d  not  fpeak, 

Put  pray  with  faith  in  Jehus’  name. 

' xj  Depend  on  him  thou  can’d  not  fail, 
uViake  ail  thy  wants  and  wifhes  known  ; 

;Jt€2r  not,  his  mercies  mud  prevail, 

Afk  what  thou  wilt,  it  fhall  be  done. 


J. 


HYMN  XXVIII.  L.  M. 
Invitation  to  Sinners. 


CI'NNXRb  obey  the  gofpel  word, 

.?  Jade  to  the  fupportof  your  Lord  ; 
iie  .wife  to  know  your  gracious  day, 

Ail  things  af£  ready,  come  away. 

2.  Ready  the  father  is  to  own, 

And  kifs  his  iate  returning  Son  : 

Ready  the. bring faviour  dands 
And  fpreads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 


Spiritual  Sonp, 

^  Ready  the  fpirit  of  his  love, 

Is  now,  the  ftony  heart  to  move  ; 

T*  apply  and  witnefs  Jefus’  blood 
And  waih  and  feal  you  fons  ot  God. 

4  Ready  for  you  the  angels  wait, 

To  triumph  in  your  bleft  eilate  ; 

Tuning  their  harps  by  which  they  praiie 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

5  Come  then  ye  Tinners,  to  the  Lord, 
To  happinefs  in  Chrift  reftor  d:i 

His  proffered  benefits  embrace, 

The  plenitude  of  gofpel  grace. 

6  O  quit  this  world’s  delulive  charms, 
And  quickly  fly  to  Jefus’  arms  ; 
Wreftle  until  your  God  is  known. 

Till  you  can  call  the  Lord  your  own. 

HYMN  XXIX.  S.  Mv 

Christ  All-fufficient. 

LORD,  whither  (hall  I  flee, 
that  I  may  be  fecure,. 

The  law  proclaims  deftruTion  neai, 
-and  thunders  round  me  roar. 

2  My  guilty  confcience  fpeaks, 
and  tells  me  or  my  crime  ; 

How  fool  nil  I  have  fpent  my  days, 
and  wafted  all  my  time*. 

3  And  fatan  he  prefents 
that  ’tis  to  late  to  pray  ; 

The  time  and  means  of  grace  are  fpent, 

and  I  have  loft  my*  day. 
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4  Now  horrors  feize  my  mind, 
with  darknefs  and  defpair, 

I  mu  ft  be  driven  from  earth  to  hell, 
to  where  the  damned  are. 

5  Thefe  tho’tsdiftrefs  my  mind, 
and  I  am  fill’d  with  fear. 

While  I  am  held  in  hard  fuipencej, 
prefumptbn  and  defpair. 

6  If  I  continue  here 

I  certain  (hall  be  loft. 

If  I  go  back;  to  fin  again 
damnation  will  be  juft. 

7  I’ll  rifle  my  ftefnal  all — 

I  11  proftrate  on  the  ground. 

Dear  Jefus,  for  one  fovereign  word, 
to  heal  my  mortal  wound. 


8  Unto  thy  feet  I  fall, 

ahd  fovereign  mercy  crave  ; 
Dear  Jeius,  thou  and  thou  alone, 
are  able  for  to'favc. 


9  And  win  1ft  the  Lord  delays, 

-my  heart  begins  to  break, 

Yet  maidenly  fome  joys  I  feel 
I  hear  a  faviour  fpeak, 

Zo  “  Cheer  up  for  I  have  dl’d, 

“  my  precious  blood  is  fpilt  ; 

old  my  flowing  dimfpn  ftrearn, 
**  to  wafli  away  your  guilt. (> 


“  Beh 


1 1  My  fears  and  grief  and  guilty 
did  iuftantly  depart, 

Strange  and  fufpiizingly  I  felt, 
wrapt  in  my  faviour’s  heart. 
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12  Strangely  my  date  was  chang’d, 
and  I  began  to  fmg, 

All  glory  to  the  God  of  love, 
who  doth  fuch  fwcetncfs  bringo 

I’ll  praife  thee  while  I  live— 

I’ll  praife  thee  when  1  die — 

I’ll  praile  thee  when  I  rife  again* 
and  to  eternity. 

HYMN  XXX. 

‘The  Chriflian  s  Enquiery* 

^  i  'IS  a  point  I  long  to  know, 

X  Oft  it  caufes  anxious  thought 

Do  I  love  the  Lord  or  no  ? 

Am  I  his  or  am  I  iiot  ? 

2  If  I  love,  why  am  I  thus  ? 

Why  this  dull  and  lifelefs  frame  I 

Hardly  fure  can  they  be  worfe, 

Who  have  never  heard  his  name, 

3  Could  my  heart  fo  hard  remain, 
Pray’r  a  talk  and  burden  prove* 

Ev’ry  trifle  gives  me  pain. 

If  I  knew  a  faviour’s  love  2 

4  When  I  turn  mine  eyes  within. 
All  isdarknefs  vain  and  wild  ; 

Fill’d  with  unbelief  and  fin. 

Can  I  deem  rnyfelf  a  child  £ 

5  If  I  pray,  or  hear,  or  read. 

Sin  is  mix’d  with  all  I  do  ; 

You  that  love  the  Lord  indeed, 

Tell  me— 'is  it  thus  with  you  ? 

D 


r  S 
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^  Yet  I  mourn  my  ftubborn  will, 

C1  Fincl  my  fin  a  grief  and  thrall  ; 
should  I  grieve  for  what  I  feel, 

If.  I  did  not  love  at  all  ? 

7  Should  I  joy  his  faints  to  meet, 

'  Choofe  the  way  I  once  abhor’d 
Find  at  times  the  promife  fweet. 

If  I  did  not  love  the  Lord  ? 

8  Lord  decide  this  doubtful  cafe, 

Thou  who  art  thy  people’s  fun. 

Shine  upon' thy  work  of  grace. 

It  indeed  it  be  begun. 

9  Let. me  love  thee  more  and  more2 
If  I  love  at  all,  I’ll  pray  : 

It  I  have  not  lov’d  before, 

Hdp  me  to  begin  this  day. 

HYMN  XXXI.  L.  M. 

Hymn  jc  cl fe  Public  Worfolf 

|  \  I S M I SS  us  v/ i th  t by  MelTi ng,  L 
Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  wo 
P\]  that  has  been  amifs  forgive, 

Pnd  let  thy  truth  within  us  live, 

2  Tho’  we  are  evil,  than  art  good  ; 
Vv’afh  all  our 'work  sin  Jehus’  blood; 

(  iive  every  fettered  foul  releafe, 

And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 

f.O!  Let  a  lading  up*  on  join 
MV  foul  to  Chriftthe  living  vine  ; 

And  faints  below  and  faints  above, 

frisk  and  his  love. 


vV  Kv 
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V  j 
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HYMN-  XXXII. 

The  Judgment  Hymn. 

T*HE  great  tremendous  day’s  approaching* 
That  awful  fcene  is  drawing  nigh  ; 

Y/as  long  foretold  by  ancient  prophets, 

Decreed  from  all  eternity. 

2  But  O  my  foul  refledl  and  wonder  ! 

That  awful  fcene  is  drawing  near, 

When  you  (hall  fee  that  great  tranfadlion,  •  3 
When  Chrift  in  Judgment  (hall  appear. 

3  8~e  nature  (land  all  in  amazement, 

T©  hear  the  lafl  loud  trumpet  found, 

Art  e  ye  dead  and  come  to  Judgment  ! 

Ye  nations  of  this  World  around'. 

4  Loud  thunders  rumbling  thro’  the  concave  ; 

Bright  forked  lightnings  part  the 
The  heaven’s  a  (baking,  the  eartii  a. 

The  gloomy  fight  attracts  mine  eyes 

5  The  orbit  lamps  all  veil’d  in  fackcloth, 

N©  more  their  (hilling  circuits  rim  ; 

The  wheel  of  time  (lopt  in  a  moment 
Eternal  things  are  new  begun. 

6  Huge  maffy  rocks' and  tow’rmg  mpu 
Over  their  tumbling  bafis  roar 
The  raging  ocean  all  in  commotion, 

00  r 

Is  hov’ring  reund  her  fr 

1  Green- turfy  grave-yards  and 
Give  up  their  dead  both  fin  all  and 
See  the  whole  world  both  faints  and  tranG 
Are  coming  to  the  Judgment  feat,  h 


. .  *  _ _ _ _ _  1  •  - 


GlIL Mlli  •  "  ^ 
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8  Sec  Jefuson  the  throne  of  Juflice 

•T?me  thu«d’rjng  down  the  parted  flues, 

Vith  countlefs  armies  of  fhininrr  angels 
With  hallelujahs,  fhout  for  joy.  ’ 

9  Bright  Oiining  ftreams  from  his  awful  prefence, 

liis  race  ten  thoufands  funs  outfhinc  \ 

Beheld  him  coming  in  pow’r  and,  glory, 

1  o  meet  him  all  hi$  faints  combine, 

10  Goforth  ye  heralds  with  fpeed  like  lightning 
Jpall  in  your  faints  from  diflant  lands/  ° 

i  nofe  that  my  blood  from  hell  hath  ranfom’d 
Whofe  names  in  life’s  fair  book  do  Hand, 

1 1  O  come  ye  blcfled  of  my  Father, 

T  he  purchafe  of  my  dying  love  ; 

Receive  the  crowns  of  life  and  glory 
Which  are  laid  up  for  you  above, 

12  For  you  dear  fouls  which  have  continu/d, 
With  me,  and  my  temptations  bore., 

I  have  provided  for  you  a  kingdom, 

To  reign  with  me  forevermore. 

«»  .  ,,  c 

* 3  There’s  flowing  fountains  of  living  water, 
No  fleknefs,  pain,  nor  death  to  fear  ; 

No  forrow,  figjhing,  lie  tears  nor  weeping 
Shall  ever  have  admitance  here. 

14.  But  how  will  finners  Hand  and  tremble. 
When  juflice  calls  them  to  the  bar  ; 

1  hofe  that  reje<R  his  offer'd  mercy, 

Their  everlafling  doom  to  hear. 

15  See  juflice  now  with  indignation, 

Calling  aloud  for  finner’s  blood  ; 

T  hofe  that  have  Hi gh t.e d  offe r’d  me r cy , 

And  crucif  y ’d  the  jCcin  of  God, 
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1 6  Depart  from  me  ye  cor  fed  firmer 
My  lace  you  never  more  fhall  fee  : 

Be  banifh’d  from  my  peaceful  prefence, 

To  endlefs  woe  and  mifery. 

17  Each  guilty  foul  then  ftruck  with  horror 
And  anguiih  throbbing  in  their  breafts, 

Forever  doom'd  to  endlels  forrow. 

And  never  more  to  hope  for  reft. 


18  Come  ftnners  here’s  a  faithful  warning, 
Return  to  Jefus  while  you  may  ; 

For  he  is  ready  to  forgive  you, 

Orelfe  you  muft  depart  away, 

HY.MN  XXXIII. 

G  ETH  S  EM  A  NE. 


GREAT  high  prieft,  we  view  thee  ftoopi 
With  our  names  upon  thy  bread  ; 

In  the  garden  groaning,  drooping 
To  the  ground,  with  forrow  prcfb 


2  Weeping  angels  flood  confounded. 
To  behold  their  maker  thus: 

And  can  we  remain  unwounded, 
When  wc  know  ftwas  all  for  us  1 


3  On  the  Crofs  thy  body  broken 
Cancels  every  penal  tye, 

Tempted  fouls  produce  the  tokee 
All  demands  to  fatisfy. 

4  All  is  fmifh’d  do  not  doubt  it, 
But  believe  your  dying  Lord, 

Never  reafonmore  about  it, 

0*dy  takt  him  at  his  word, 

D  2 
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5  Lord  we  fain  would  truft  thee  folely, 

T was  for  us  thy  blood  was  fpilt  j 

Praifed  bridegroom,  take  us  wholly, 

Take  and  make  us  what  thou  wilt, 

6  Thou  haft  borne  the  bitter  fentence 

Paft  on  man’s  devoted  race  ; _ 

True  belief  and  true  repentance, 

Are  thy  gifts,  thou  God  of  grace, 

HYMN  XXXIV.  C.  M. 

The  true  Penitent . 

HARK  !  here  the  found  on  earth  is  fou 
.  -My  foul  delights  to  hear 
Of  dying  love,  that’s  from  above. 

Of  pardon  bought  fo  dear, 

2  God’s; rhinifters  like  dames  of  fire 
.  Are  pa/ling  thro1  the  land, 

I  he  voice  is  here  “  repent  and  fear, 
u  King  Jefus  is  at  hand.” 

3  God’s  chariots  they  no  longer  flay, 
^Thcyer  mounted  on  the  truth  ; 

The  faints  itr  pray’r  cry  Lord  draw  near, 
Have  mercy.on  the  youth. 

4  If  oung  converts  Ting  and  praife  their  ki 
And  blefs  God’s  holy  name  ; 

Whtftt  olde  r  faints,  true  penitents 
Rejoice  to  join  the  theme. 

5  God  grant  a  fhower  of  his  great  ppw’r 
On  every  aching  heart. 

Who  fmcerely  to  God  do  cry, 

That  they  may  have  a  part. . 

6  Come  lovely  youth,  embrace  the  truth, 
Agree  with  one  accord, 
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And  ufe  your  tongues  while  you  are  young, 

In  praifmg  of  the  Lord. 

HYMN  XXXV.  L.  Mi 

A  hymn  for  aytung  Convert* , 

HEN  converts  Hr  ft  begin  to  fing,^ 
Their  happy  fouls  are  on  the  wing  $ 
Their  theme  is  all  redeeming  love, 
FVmwpuld  they  be  with  Chrift  above. 

2  With  admiration  they  behold 
The  love  of  Chrift  that  cant  be  told* 

They  view  them felves  upon  the  (here, 

And  think  the  battle  all  is  o’er. 

3  They  feel  them  felves  quite  free  from  pain  , 
And  think  their  enemies  are  ilaio. 

They  make  no  doubt  but  all  is  wejl^ 

And  fatan  is  caft  down  to  hell. 


4  They  wonder  why  old  faints  don't  fingv 
And  make  the  heav'nly  arches  ring— 

Ring  with  melodious  joyful  found, 

Becaufe  a  prodigal  is  found. 

•r*  •  f  ' 

5  But  his  not  long  before  they  feel 
Their  feeble  fouls  begin  to  reel,  . 

They  think  their  former  hopes  are  vaing 
For  they  are  bound  in  fatan’s  chain. 

6  The  morning  that  did  fhine  fo  bright^ 

Is  turned  to  the  (hades  of  night  ; 

Their  hearts  that  did  with  mufre  fing 
Are  now  untun, d  inevry  (tri-ng. 

■>}  o !  foolifh  child,  why  didft  thou 
in  t  he  enlargement  of  thy  coaft? 


z  J 
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Why  didft  thou  think  to  fly  away 
.  before  thou  leav’ft  this  feeble  cl  ay  > 

8  Come  take  up  arms  and  face  the  field, 
Come  gmdon  harnefs,  fword  and  fhield, 

rand  ,aU  in  faith,  fight  for  your  king, 

And  loon  the  vi&’ry  you  fhall  win. 

9  When  fatan  comes  to  tempt  your  minds 
Then  meet  him  with  thefe  bieiTcd  lines— 
r  or  Chrifl  our  Lord  has  fwept  the  field 
And  we’re  determin’d  not  to  yield. 

HYMN  XXXVI. 

Chrifl's  Invitation  to  his  Spoufe. 

ARISE  my  dear  love,  my  unde  fil’d  dove, 

1  here  my  dear  Jefus  to  lay, 

*2  he  winter  is  pad:,  the  fpring’s  come  at  laft, . 
jvfy  love,  my  dove  come  away. 

5  farth ‘hat  is  green  is  fair  to  be  feen, 
i  he  little  birds  chirping  do  fay, 

That  they  do  rejoice  in  each  other’s  voice, 
jVly  love/  ray  dove  come  away. 

3  All  fmiling  in  love  the  young  turtle  dove, 

,  f  ‘iC  Sowm  appearing  in  May, 

Aj  ; -  peak  forth  the  praife  of  th’  ancient  of  days, 
r  •  y  love,  my  dove  come  awa y. 

4  Come  away  from  th  worlds  cares,  tliofe  trou” 
blejfome  fnares 

eat  fotlov/  you  night  and  by  day — 

I  hat  you  may  be  free  from  the  troubles  that  be 
My  love,  my  dove  come  away. 

5  Come  way  from  all  faer  that  troubles  you, here 
^ome  into  ray  arras  he  doth  fay,  . 


Spiritual  Sengs,  <45“ 

That  you  may  be  clear  from  the  troubles  you 

fear —  ^ 

My  love,  my  d$ve  come  away » 

6  Com c  away  from  all  pride,  from  that  raging 
tide 

That  makes  you  tall  out  by  the  way — 

Come  learn  to  be  meek  and  your  Jefus  to  feek> 
My  love,  my  dove  come  away. 

As  t’ you  that  are  old,  and  whafe  hearts  are 
grown  cold, 

O  .  _ 

Your  Jefus  inviting  doth  fay— 

That  he’s  heard  your  cries  in  the  north  coun¬ 
tries, 

My  love,  my  dove  come  away. 

3  As  t’  you  that  are  young,  your  hearts  they  are 
ftrong,  . 

Your  Jefus  invites  you  away  ; 

From  antichrifl’s  charms  to  your  Jefus’  kind 
arms, 

My  love,  my  dove  come  away. . 

9  And  as  to  the  youth  that  have  known  the 

truth, 

Whofe  hearts  they  have  led  you  ad  ray, 

Come  hear  to  his  voice  and  your  hearts  '-hall  re  ¬ 
joice, 

My  love,  my  d@ve  come  away. 

10  My  dear  children  all  come  here  to  my-  cad  ^ 
Behold  I  (land  knocking  and  fay— 

My  head’s  wet  with  dew  my  children  fcr*you 
My  love,  my  dove  come  away. 

»  . y.  v  .  .  >* C.-  ’  ’  h^A*  A.  •;  •  ■  > 

11  h  ^  flings  are  kill’d  my  table  Is  fill’d^ 
My~t#akiens  attending  doth  fay--  • 


;hr 


i 
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There  s  wine  on  the  lees  as  much  as  you  pleafe 
My  love,  my  d:  ve  come  away. 

J2  Come  trarel^  the  road  that  leads  you  to  God 
.for  it  is  a  bright  fhining  way  ° 

Gome  run  up  and  down  my  errands  upon, 
r/ly  love,  my  dove  come  away. 

hymn  xxxvii.  l.  m: 

The  UNION. 

FROM  whence  doth  this  Union  arife, 

^That  ^atred  *s  conquer’d  by  love  ?  ? 

It  fastens  our  fouls  in  fuch  ties, 

Tnal  nature  and  time  can’t  remove. 

2  If  cannot  in  Eden  be  found. 

Nor  yet  in  a  paradife  loft 
It  grows  on  Immanuel’s  ground, 

And  Jehus’  dear  blood  it  did  coil, 

3  My  friends  are  fo  dear  unto  me, 

Our  hearts  all  united  in  love 


j  vVnere  Jf  tus  is  gone  we  fhall  be, 
an  yonder  bleft  man  lions  above  , 

4  O  1  why  then  fo  loth  for  to  part, 

^ Since  we  fhall  ere  long  meet  again, 
irn grav’d  on  Immanuel’s  heart, 

A  didance  we  cannot  remain. 

5  And  when  we  fhall  fee  that*  bright  day, 
And  join  with  the  angels  above, 

'  'dug  thefe  vile  bodies  of  clay. 


•  *-  tl  V 


United  with  Jcfus  in  lore. 

6  With  Jefus  we  ever  fhall  reig 
And  ail  his  bought  glory  ihali  Ise 


-/'W 


-  Si  /tty- 
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Singing  hallelujah,  amen: 

Amen,  even  To  let  it  be. 

HYMN  XXXVI I L 

Christ's  RefurreBion < 


CHRIST  our  Lord  is  ri^en  to-day, 
Our  triumphant  holy  way— 
Who  fo  lately  on  the  crofs, 

Suffer’d  to  redeem  our  lofs. 

i 

a  In  our  pafchal  joys  and  feafl. 

Let  the  Lord  of  life  be  bled, 

Let  the  holy  three  be  praif'd,  . 

And  toheav’n  our  fongs  be  rais’d. 

2  Chrift  our  Lord  is  iif’n  to  day  ; 
Chrift  our -light,  our  life,  our  way. 
The  object  of  our  love  and  faith, 
"Who  by  dying  conquer’d  death. 

4  The  holy  martyrs  early  camc^ 

To  weep  o’re  their  Saviour  s  tomb  ^ 
Two  bright  angels  did  appear. 

Who  faidjefus  is  not  here. 

5  Where  is  he,  G  tell  ns  where. 

His  blefs’d  re  fide  nee  declare  ; 

Jefus  ftek  among  the  dead, 

Far  from  thefe  dark  regions  fled. 

6  Firfl  the  facred  place  henoid 

That  did  your  dear  Lord  unfold  ;  ' 
Blefs  your  eyes  and  mile  youi  vOiCe, 
I  n  fongs  of  prai  1  es  w e  1 1  r ej  oic e . 

y  Had  ye  females  from  the  fight, 
Make,  to  Gall  idee  your  flight. 
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And  to  his  difciples  fay, 

Jeius  Chrifl  is  ris’n  to  day, 

S  Heralds  of  our  joy  to  you, 

Graetful  thanks  and  love  is  due  ; 

With  fongs  to  God  and  praifes  high, 
Well  together  magnify. 

The  crofs  is  part,  the  crown  is  won, 
The  ranfom  paid  and  death’s  fling’s  gone  ; 
Tet  us  feaff,  and  fing,  and  fay, 

Jcfus  Chrifl  is  ris’n  to-day 

HYMN  XXXIX. 


^Christ’s  Sufferings. 


THRO’OUT our  Saviour’s  life  we  trace 
Nothing  but  fhame  and  deep  difgrace 
No  per  od  elfe  was  feen  9 
Till  he  a  fpotlefs  vi£lim  fell, 

Tailing  in  foul  a  painful  hell, 

Caus’d  by  the  creature  fin. 

2  On  the  cold  ground  methinks  I  fee 
My  Jefus  kneel  and  pray  for  me  ; 

For  this  Ill  him  adore  : 

Siez’d  with  a  chilly  fweat  thro’out, 

Blood  drops  did  force  their  palfage  out 
Thro’ ev'ry  opening  pore. 


3  A  crown  of  thorns  his  temples  bore, 

His  back  with  lalhes  all  was  tore. 

Till  one  the  bones  might  fee  l 
Mocking  they  pu fh'd  him  here  and  there, 
Marking  his  way  with  blood  and  tears, 

Prefs’d  by  fin’s  heavy  tree. 

4  Thus  up  the  hill  he  painful  came,  1 
Round  him  they  mock’d  and  made  their  gam 
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At  length  his  croft  they  rear— 

And  can  you  fee  the  mighty  God 
Crv  out  beneath  fin’s  heavy  load. 

Without  erne  thankful  tear  ? 

q  Thus  veiled  in  humanity, 

He  dies  with  anguifh  on  the  tree ! 

What  tongue  his  grief  can  tell  ? 

The  fhudd’ring  rocks  tneir  heads  decline; 
The  morning  fun  refus’d  to  fhinc 
When  the" redeemer  fell . 

6  Shout  brethren,  fhout  with  fongs  divine5 
He  drank  the  gall  to  give  us  wine 
To  quench  our  parching  third  : 

Seraphs  advance  your  voices  highV, 

Bride  of  the  Lamb,  unite  the  choir. 

To  praife  your  precious  ChrifL 

HYMN  XL.  C.  Mo 

On  BAPTISM . 

'N  the  Lord’s  word  left  on  record, 

__  Expr^fsly  it  is  faid, 

They  did  repair  where  folemn  prayer 
Was  wont  for  to  be  made. 

2  In  pieafure  fweet  here  wc  do  meet 
Down  by  the  water  fulc. 

And  here  we  (fan  1  by  C  irid  s  coma 
To  wait  upon  his  bride. 

3  Now  we  will  firigto  Chrift  our 
Our  fouls  fli all  give  him  thanks. 

Who  came  to  Jordan  unto  John, 

And, went  down  Jordan  s  bank. 

4  With %n e  accord  we’ll  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  in  his  word  doth  fay, 

'  'E 


5°  Divine  Hyn;ns~~**or: 

I  hat  he  that  di’d  he  was  baptiz’d 
And  marked  out  the  way. 

5  Now  we  do  tell  our  friends  fare.well, 

I  o  pradlice  his  commands  ; 

It  is  the  road  that  leads  to  God, 

The  way  to  Canaan’s  land. 

6  Our  King  did  (land  and  give  command 
Who  fent  his  fervants  forth, 

To  call  to  all  of  Adam’s  fall 

They,  went  from  fouth  to  north 

7  Ye  Tinners  all  come  hear  the  call, 

^  His  loving  truth  embrace, 

:i  hat  you  may  Hand  on  Canaan’s  land 
And  fee  him  face  to  face. 

8  1  hat  all  may  join  in  hearts  combine,, 
And  lift  his  name  on  high  ; 

Ti  a-  all. may  Ting  to. Chrifl  our  King, 

A  long  eternity. 

,  •  hymn  xli.  c.  m. 

A  Son's  farewell. 

[1  HEAR  the  gofpel’s  joyful  founds 
•  Jt  An  organ  I  fhall  be, 

For  to  found  forth  redeeming  love, 

And  Tinner’s  mifery. 

-  Honor’d  parents  fare  you  well, 

My  ye  fug,  doth  me  call. 

I  1  avf  you  here  with  God  until 
I  meet  you  once  for  all. 

3  My  due  afFe&iens  I’ll  forfak$} 

My  parents  and  their  houfe. 

And  to  the  wilderncfs  betake,  > 

To  pay  the  Lord  my  vows. 


Spiritual  Songs , 

45  Then  I’ll  forfake  my  chiefeft  mates 

*  That  nature  could  afford, 

And  wear  the  fhreld  into  the  neks, 

To  wait  upon  the  Lord. 

5:  Then  thro’  the  wildernefs  I’ll  rim," 

Preaching  the  go'pel  1!ee  ’ 

0  be  not  anxious  tor  your  Son, 

•  The  Lord  will  comfort  me. 

6  And  if  thro’  preaching  I  lhaii  gam 
True  fubjefts  to  my  Lord, 

’Twill  more  than  recommence  my  pain, 
To  fee  them  love  the  i^ord. 


y  My  foul  doth  with  mount  Zion  well, 

7  What’er  becomes  of  me  ;  . 

There  my  beft  friends  and  lane  red  dwei 
And  there  I  long  to  be. 


I 

i; 


HYMN'  XLII. 

Hymn  for  the  Lord  s  Suppa 

SU S  once  for  Tinners. Tam,  . 
Prom  the  dead  was  rais  d  again; 
And  in  heav’n  is  now  fat  down, 
With  his  father  on  the  throne. 


<%  There  he  reigfts  a  king  (hpreme, 
We  (hall  alfo  reign  with  him  ; 
Peeble  iouls  be  not  difniay  d? 
Trull  in  his  Almighty  aid. 


g  He  has  made  an  end  of  fin, 

And  his  bleod  has  wafti’d  us  clean  5 
Pear  not,  he  is  ever  near, 

XPow,  e'en  now  he’s  with  us  here. 


w  9 

4  Thus  aflembling,  we  by  faith. 

Of  hc,.COmc’  fhow  forth  Ids  death  : 

Of  Ins  body,  bread’s  thefts, 

-Ana  we  drink  his  blood  in  wine. 

5  Bread  thus  broken  aptly  /hows  : 
w  his  body  God  did  brnife, 

And  let  ev’ry  ranforn’d  foul, 

>3ound his  praife  from  pole  to  pole. 

HYMN  xliii. 

^T,lGnd wdcome li  Jbsus 

1  J  W  ie  tTPrS  ?0Or  and  wretched. 

Weak  and  wounded,  fick  andfo^ 
JcAis  ready  ltands  to  fave  you, 

Full  of  pity  joip’d  Withpow’r: 

He  is  able,  he  is  able,  he  is  able 
He  is  willing,  doubt  np  more. 

2  j!°J,  le  needy>  ™roe  and  welcome, 

Vjron  s  free  bounty  plorify 

Frue  belief  and  true  repentance, 

J ry  grace  that  brings  us  nigh  ; 

Without  money  without  mo„cy,  without  m 

Come  to  Juus  Chrift  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  consignee  make  you  linger. 

Nor  of  fitnefs  fondly  dream  : 

A*'  lhe  fitnefs  he  requires, 

is  to  feel  your  need  of  him  ;  f  y0; 

us  rie  gives  you,  this  he  gives  vou,  this  he  : 
a  is  the  fount's  riling  beams.  '  * 
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4.  Come  ye  weary  heavy  laden, 

Bruis’d  and  mangled  by  the  fall  ; 

If  you  tarry  till  you’re  better, 

You  will  never  come  at  all  ; 

Not  the  righteous,  not  the  righteous,  not 
righteous, 

Sinners  Jefus  came  to  call. 

5  Vie  w  him  grovling  in  the  garden,, 

Lo  your  maker  proflrate  lies  1 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him, 

Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

It  is  finifh’d,  it  is  finifh  d,  it  is  dim  (h  dp 
Sinners  will  not  this  fuffice  ? 

6  Lo  th*  incarnate  God  afcended. 

Pleads  the  merits  of  his  blood  ; 

Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly. 

Let  no  other  truft  intrude, 

None  but  Jefus,  none  but  Jefus,  none  J 

Can  do  helplefs Tinners  good- 

y  Saints  and  angels  join  d  in  conceit, 

J  Sing  the  praifes  of  the  Lamb  ? 

While  tire  blifsful  feats  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name. 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah. 
Sinners. here  may  fmg  the  fame. 

H  Y  M  N  :  XLIV.  L.  M'.'  '.T 

the  condefcending  Love  and  Mercy  of  G 
fallen  man’s  redemption. 

£7S  OD’s  pow’r  and  wifdom  is  difplay’d 
•  In  ev’ry  thing  his  hands  have  made 

But  more  his  mercy  and  his  grace, 

Jo  faving  fallen  Adam’s  race, 

IL.2--  ■ 
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\  Tne  m.a,c!'!efs  grace  and  love  of  God . 
ppeart  in  /bedding  of  his  blood 

'Vrr  p00r  aP°^ate  Adam’s  feed, 

Was  condefcending  love  indeed. 

C onf~nt\<’”/U  tbe  great  creator 

V  V  1  ,be  a  feebIe  creature, 

-•  nd  leave  his  glorious  realms  ofblifs, 

XVU  hat  G°d  rho  heav’n  and  earth  did  frame 
Who  counts  , he  ftars  and  calls  their  name, 
Ye»  foJ  our  hakes,  did  /loop  fo  f„y 
to  become  a  carpenter. 

5  He  veil'd  his  Godhead  with  our  fiefh, 

And  underwent  a  human  birth  ; 
r  ull  thirty  years  both  night  and  day, 

Ac  bore  our  heavy  load  of  day.  ' 

fy  Q  Lw,as  not  this  a  heav’n ’s  wonder, 
t-r  d  wearinefsand  hunger  ? 

r  a!iatee  ,W°rks  his  hinds  llad  made, 

Could  find  no  where  to  lay  his  head. 

7  But  this  was  nothing  what  he  felt, 
iie  bore  our  load  ot  fin  and  guilt  ; 

Ay  imputation  he  was  (hen ’ 

The  greatefl  /inner  of  all  men. 

$  Me  thinks  1  heard  his  father  fay, 

r  farthing  you  (hall  pay  : 

my  injur  d  ju/lice  mull  have  right. 

-  *  abate  one  /ingle  mite. 

9  A  nee  you  efpoufc  the  (inner’s  caufe 

}■?}*  fuhil  my  righteous  laws  ; 

Alt  ho’  you  are  my  darling  fan,  . 

“  wili  have  right  and  jultice  done.” 
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10  Hark  !  how  the  Saviour  then  reply’d  ; 
“  Since  ju flics  muft  be  fatisfy’d, 

“I  am  your  mod  obedient  Ton  ; 

14  My  father  let  thy  will  be  done  ! 

n  “  I  give  myfelf  into  thy  hands, 

4 4  Let  juftice  have  its  full  demands  ;  - 
“■If  all  my  blood  will  pay  the  debt, 

“  Man  fha’nt  be  loft  for  want  of  that/ 

12  “  If  that  my  life  will  but  atone 
“  For  the  offence  that  man  has  done, 

“  I  freely  will  refign  my  breath 

“To  fave  their  precious  fouls  from  death. 

i  3  Amidft  his  forrows  for  a  fpace, 

His  father  hid  his  fmiling  face, 

Which  did  extort  fuch  bitter  cries 
As  fill’d  all  nature  with  furprize. 

1 4  1  ho fe  piercing  words  Eli,  Eli , 

Likewife  Lama  Sabafthani  ! 

Which  our  expiring  Lord  did  fpeak, 

A  hey  made  the  univerfe  to  fhake. 

i  5  TWeJl  might  the  fun  its  glory  veilp 
And  ev’ry  thing  in  nature  fail 
And  blufh,  had  they  but  eyes  to  fee 
1  heir  maker  hanging  on  a  tree, 

i6  What  adamantine  hearts  of  ftone 
Could  hear  ourfaviour’s  dyinggroan^ 

And  not  lament  in  any  fhape. 

Except  fome  hard’ned  reprobate  ? 

*7  How  could  the  fpotlefs  lamb  of  God 
Con  fen t  to  fpill  his  precious  blood 
^  d  fave  a  ftubborn  guilty  wretch  ? 

I  waa4ave  indeed  without  a  match  ! 
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18  O  !  what  is  fin  that  fpawn  of  hell  ? 

Its  dreadful  nature  who  can  tell  ? 

Mo  man  on  earth,  nor  Gabriel’s  tongue. 

Can  e’re  exp  refs  what  fin  has  done. 

19  God  s  grace  and  love  to  fallen  man, 

Our  human  reach  can  never  fcan  ! 

An  angel’s  tongue  can  fay  no  more. 

It  is  a  fea  without  a  fhore. 

C'.o  Arife  yc  ftupid  fouls,  arid  view 
What  your  dear  Lord  has  done  for  your  ; 

And  fpend  the  remnant  of  your  days 
In  ft  riving  to  advance  his  praife. 

2 1  The  Father,  S  on  and  Spirit  too, 

All  praife  and  honor  is  their  due, 

From  fpotlefs  angels  round  the  throve, 

And  human  creatures  ev’ry  one. 

H  YMN  XLV.  C.  M. 

The  truly  enllghined foul  in  the  valley  of  humiliatisn 
-  humbly  refigned  at  the foot  of  a  fove  reign  God, 

'  T  'HE  man  that  views  his  guilt  and  fin 
JL  With  clear  enlightened  eyes, 

He  fees  how  vile  a  wretch  he’s  been, 

And  down  in  dull  he  lies,  . 

2  With  humble,  low  fubmiffion  his 
His*  foul  is  brought  to  fay, 

That  God  the  fov3 * 5 * 7  reign  potter  is, 

And  he  but  worthlefs  clay. 

3  His  views  are  juft  and  adequate, 

He  fees  it  would  be  right 

i  C  God  ftu.11  Id  fix  his  future  ftate 

In  black,  eternal  night. 

7  ©  '  (O'  <  ■ 
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4,  He  gives  it  in  both  free  and  frank,, 

His  all  he  then  refigns, 

He’s  willing  now  to  fign  a  blank* 

And  God  fhoukf  write  the  lines, 

5  But  yet  he  can’t  defpair  Dogface*, 

He  W reflies  with  his  God, 

And  begs  his  precious  foul  might  tafte. 

The  merits  of  his  blood* 

6  He  pleads  the  merits  of  the  Lamb, 

That  his  poor  foal  might  live  ; 

He  cant’t  be  willing  to  be  damn’d, 

Such  language  he  doth  give. 

7  <£  T  he  fouls  condemn’d  to  en-dlefs  flames, 
<(  Blafpheme  the  God  above, 

ci  While  heav’nly  faintson  higheft  ftrains, 
t(  Do  praife  redeeming  love, 


8  “  Should  I  be  doom’d  to  endlefs  woe* 

“  To  burn  forever  more, 

u  ’Twould  never  pay  the  debt  I  owe, 

“  Nor  cancel  all  the  fcore. 

9  “  Ten  millions  years  in  Are  and  fmpke* 
“  Amidft  the  livid  flames, 

u  Will  gain  no  credit  on  the  book, 

“  The  debt  is  (till  the  fame. 

10  “  But  if  bv  Chrifl  my  foul  is  fir* 

p  J  * 

“  He  will  my  furety  (land, 

<ii  And  every  mite  will  then  be  paid, 

“  Which  juft  ice  can  demand, 

11  “  If  fuch  a  brand  of  fire  as  I 
“  Should  now  be  pluck’d  from  hell/ 
How  would  the  winged  feraphs  fly - 

Such  b Idled  news  to  tell.. 


y§  Divine  Tlymns—*or3 

22  ‘‘To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghofi, 
u  What  glory  would  redound  ? 

Ci  How  would  the  fpoiiefs heavily  hofl, 
u  Their  golden  trumpets,  found  ? 

23  “  Muft  I  defpair  of  future  blifs, 
u  And  fo  withdraw  my  fuit  i 

u  Ho,  God  forbid,  fince  mercy  Is 
“  Thy  darling  attribute. 

24.  “  My  ardent  cries  fhall  dill  afeend* 
i<  While  i  have  power  to  fpeak, 
iC  And  if  I  perilh  in  the  end, 

“  I  ’ll  die  beneath  thy  feet,” 

» 

25  JThe  man  that’s  brought  to  fuch  a  cafe 
God  won’t  his  fuit  deny  ; 
iBut  he  will  give  him  faving  grace. 

And  lift  Ins  foul  o.a  hi  ah, 

O 

i  he  one  in  three,  and  three  in  one. 
All  glory  is  their  due, 
i  rc*n  beings  far  above  the  fun, 

And  human  creatures  too. 

HYM.N  XL VI.  C.  MV 


V lews  of  Heavenly  Glory ,  • 

fkJO  pen  can  Write  that fweet  delight, 
A-N  Nor  human  tongue  exp  refs  •; 
i  here's  none  believes,  nor  can  conceive, 
i  hat  joy  and  hsppinciL’. 

9,  That  gteat  degree  now  fhewn  to  me, 

_  Of  future  joy  and  peace  \ 
hen  they’re  reveal’d  and  not  conceal’d 
My  life  doth  ahnoft  ceafc* 
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Eternal  fongs  of  praife  belong, 

To  Chrift  my  faviour  dear  ; 
ind  l  mn ft  ling  to  Chrift  my  king, 

And  honor  him  with  fear. 

.  When  I  fit  down  to  view  that  crowtn 
Laid  up  for  me  above, 

Fo  meditate  and  contemplate 
On  God’s  eternal  love— 

;  My  foul  doth  leap  to  think  how  .deep 
My  faviour’slove  hath  been  ; 

[’m  carry ’d  out  in  thoughts  devout. 

On  things  that  are  unfecn.r. 

5  This  real  view  appears  fo*  true. 

That  Jefus  is  the  man 
That  did  agree  with  God  for  me, 

Before  the  world  began. 

y  Lord  when  (hall  we  like  angels  be, 
And  travel  thro’  the  air  : 

And  all  thy  hofts  travel  this  courfe 
And  meet  together  there  ? 

HYMN  XL VII.  C.  M. 

A  prof peft  of  Heaven. 

WHEN  God  on  high  (hall  magnify 
H  is  everlafting  love  ; 

And  fend  for  me  to  let  me  fee 
My  heritage  above— 

$  Then  I  thail  rife  above  the  Odes, 

In  praifmg  God  with  fongs  ;  ^ 

The  Seraphs  they'll  fhew  us  the  way. 
Where  ail  the  angels  throng. 
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r.3  ^  ben  I  (hall  fhine  in  light  divine, 

More  than  the  morning  fair. 

The  Father,  Sonf  and  Spirit  one, 

And  I  m  a  chofen  htir. 

-  4  There  fee  and  feel  what  they5ll  reveal* 
With  pleafure  and  delight  ; 

Then  fu  rely  they’ll  theft  joys  unveil. 

And  treasures  infinite. 

CONTINUED.  ' 

HYMN  XL VI I-I.  C.  M. 

LORD,  when  Hiall  we  mount  up  to  the® 
Upon  the  wings  of  grace, 

/ind  fee  thy  bright  and  lilly  white. 

And  ruddy,  rofy.face— ? 

2  And  be  fo  near  that  we  can  hear 
Thy  ravifhing  fweet  voice. 

And  talk  with  thee  forever  tree 
And  in  thy  Love  rejoice. 


g  And  dwell  above  in  flames  of  love, 

‘Where  heart  and  all  Hi  a' I  melt- — 

Where  love  Tike  dreams  and  light  like  beams? 
Through  ages  fhallbe  felt. 

4  Where  thou  art  feen  and  I  fhall  lean. 
Forever  on  thy  bread, 

And  dwell  above  in  flames  .of  love, 

And  be  thy  heav’nly  "gueft. 

5  Where  heart  and  mind  (hall  all  be  jon\VS 
With  thoufands  round  thy  throne, 

A  nn  fhall  unite  in  fweet  (U  light, 

That  now  is  quite  unknown,  • 
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6  Tn  that  bright  place  where  we  thy  face, 

Shall  fee  in  glory  flune. 

And  drink  new  wine,  frefh  from  the  v  » 
And  be  forever  thine. 

j  Amen,  amen  the  angels  cry* 

Salvation  is  his  due  ; 

And  we  thro’ all  eternity. 

His  praifes  fliall  renew. 

CONTINUED. 

HYMN  XLIX.  CM. 

WHEN  we  (hall  flv  above  the  fky, 

On  wings  like  Noah’s  clove  ; 

And  £0  from  hence  to  thofe  immenfc, 
Tranfporting  joys  above. 

2  Then  the  bridegroom  will  givens  room* 
And  feats  in  heaven’s  courts  ; 

To  fcafl  on  love  with  him  above, 

In  ravi filing  tranfports. 

3  There’s  glorious  hefts  and  fpotlefs  g hofts* 
Which  guard  my  faviour’s  throne  ; 

And  thoufands  more  who  kneel  before, 
Whofe  numbers  can’t  be  known. 

4  Each  feraphim  that  is  within, 

Has  fix  bright  gTitt’ring  wings. 

Flying  on  twain  while  four  remain 
For  veils  and  coverings. 


5  There’s  Teas  of  glafs  whofe  beauties  pals 
The  glories  of  the  fun  ; 

And  fireets  of  gold  there  to  behold, 

As  bright  as  e’er  a  one. 
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6  There  we  fhall  fee  that  fruitful  tre& 
Which  bears  twelve  times  a  year, 

Whofe  lovely  fruit  fo  fweetly  fiats 
All  heaven’s  guefts  for  cheer. 

7  Glory  to  God  the  father  be, 

Glory  to  God  the  fon, 

Glory  to  God  the  holy  ghofh, 

Glory  to  God  alone. 

CONTINUED. 
HYMN  L.  C.  M. 


MY  heart  is  there  I’ve  no  el fe where 
I  feel  thofe  drops  diftil  ; 

I  long  to  fly  to  Chrift  on  high, 

And  there  to  drink  my  fill. 

2  And  there  abide  where  rivers  glide. 
And  hear  the  angels  fing  ; 

And  join  myfelf  in  their  behalf. 

Thus  to  adore  my  king. 

3  When  I  at  length  get  grace  and  fires 
To  flrike  thofe  heavenly  notes, 
i  11  praife  him  too  as  angels  do, 

With  their  fwcet  warbling  throats. 

4  Amen,  amen  the  angels  cry, 
Salvation  is  his  due, 

And  we  thro’  ail  eternity, 

His  praifes  will  renew. 

HYMN  XL  C.  'M. 

God’s  Love  to  bis  Saints . 

^  /T  Y  God  above  with  fmiles  of  love, 

'  JkSfjL  And  blifsful  words  will  fay, 


“  Thofe  faints  of  mine  did  once  incline, 
cs  From  my  commands  to  If  ray. 

2  “  But  Chrift  my  fon,  my  only  one, 

“  Was  wounded  for  their  fins  ; 

So  fox  his  fake  1  11  pity  take, 

* J  And  make  them  welcome  in. 

o  <<  I’ll  make  them  heirs  and  give  them  (liar 
si  And  they  ihall  live  with  me  ; 

«  t  give  them  crowns  in  dead  of  frowns, 

« { And  joys  eternally.” 

4  I  have  a  robe  above  this  globe, 

Which  Jefus  gave  to  me  ; 

Tis  clean  and  white,  it’s  pure  and  bright, 
And  thus  his  gift  was  free. 

5  It  coft  him  dear,  but- fie  was  freer 
Than  I  was  to  receive  ; 

And  he’s  got  more  laid  up  inflate 
For  all  that  will  believe. 

6  If  any  thofe  fhould  want  to  know 
Where  Jefus  gave  me  this, 

And  afk  if  he  eledied  me. 

Then  I  could  tell  them  yes.  if  ;  v 

■  ■  t  ;  >T- 

n  If  Chrift  made  known  untohisuAy^h 
What  they’ll  receive  at  death, 

There’s  not  a  laint  but  what  would  faint: 
And  breathe  their  dying  breath.  • 


HYMN  Lll.  C.  M.  • 

Longings  for  Heaven  and  Glory, 


ESUS,  I  thurfl  and  go  I  mu  ft, 


I  long  to  be  above 
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1  long  to  ring  to  Chrift  my  king, 
Where  oceans  flow  with  love. 

2  Ye  happy  fouls  that  always  roll 

'  love  and  joy  and  peace, 

Which  always  run  thro5  God’s  dear  Ton 
Whofe  love  will  never  ceafe. 

3  You  re  bleft  I  fay,  aAd  you  fhall  flay 
With  Jefus  Chrift  above; 

;\nd  always  fwim  along  with  him. 

In  oceans  full  of  love. 

Glory  to  God  the  father  be,. 

Glory  to  God  the  fan, 

Glory  to  God  the  holy  ghoft, 

Glory  to  God  alone. 

HYMN  LIIL  C.  M. 

Invitation  to  hold  out  to  the  End,.. 

MY  children  dear  you  now  appear 
Like  Modems  on  the  trees  ; 

But  you  may  blafl  and  die  at  lafl 
And  wither  by  degrees. 

2  You  fat  out  well,  but  let  me  tell 
You  not  to  run  too  fad, 

Left  you  ffoould  mifs  of  endlefs  blifs,, 
And  happinefs  at  laft. 

3*' You  know  that  then  five  out  of  ten,. 
Of  virgins  did  prove  fools  ; 

Why  may  not  you  he  found  fo  too, 

It  you  take  up  their  rules? 

4  I  know  full  well,  no  tongue  can  tell 
The  cumbers  Chrift  will  free  ; 
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But  there’s  but  few  to  what  that  crew, 

Of  damned  fouls  will  be, 

r  Come  let  us  cry  in  agony,  • 

And  call  on  God  aloud  ; 

Left  we  get  there  in  black  deipair, 

Among  that  damned  crowd— 

6  Where  devils  are  in  black  defpair, 

A  burning  in  the  fire 

Where  they  muft  lie  eternally, 

And  never  rife  no  higher. 

n  How  can  you  try  fo  willingly 
To  caufe  God’s  love  to  ceale  ; 

And  flight  his  grace  in  fuch  a  cale 

Of  your  eternal  peace. 

8  How  can  you  bear  to  take  your  fhare  • 

In  God’s  eternal  wrath  ; 

And  there  to  roar  forevermore, 

Thro’  your  indulgent  iloth, 

a  If  you  infift  ftill  to  refill, 

His  curfc  fhall  on  you  tali? 

Anathema  Maranatha, 

The  Lord  declare  to  alio  ^ 

H  Y  M  N  LI  V  A  C*  M.; 

The  faint's  happinefs. 

URE  God  will  fay  my  children  ftay, 

>  Here’s  all  that  you  defire, 

Come  drink  your  fill  juft  what  you  will. 
What  more  can  you  dciirct 

%  -o  bleffed  day  when  God  fhall  fay, 
et  you  ;; x' e  my  chofen  one  j 

F  3  - 


am. 
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It  was  for  you  a  chofen  few 9 
“  Cod  my  beloved  fon.” 

3  Tx  |?ave  ^ef^’d  and  have  enquir’d. 
How  God’s  love  came  fo  vaft 

Eut  they  may  pry  eternally, 

Andloofe  their  aim  at  lad. 

4  Lord,  when  fhall  we  like  angels  be. 
And  travel  thro’  the  air  ; 

And  all  thy  hods  travel  this  coa/L 

And  meet  together  there. 

hymn  lv. 

The  foul  In  the  exercife  of  faith . 

YOU  Saints  of  light  that  Ihine  fo  bright 
Above  the  lofty  Ikies,  6 

CoJl\e.  ["If fince  you’re  endow’d 
With  Holy  exercife. 

2  My  foul  doth  long  to  finga  fon 
Unto  my  Lord  above  ; 

And  there  unite  in  fweet  delight. 

With  all  the  faints  in  love  ;  * 

3  And  fpend  away  eternal  day. 

In  lofty  fongs  of  praife, 

And  tons  engage  throughout  the  .age, 

Qi  eVc-rlading  days.  c 

*  9et  srace  and  ftrength  of  ikes. 

■‘•A)  thoie  heav’nly  notes, 

1  H  praifb  him  too  as  angels  do, 

With  their  fweet  warbling  throats 

HYMN  LV  I  G.  M.  • 

C  h  e  i  s  t ’s  Coming  to  Judgment. 

Ciirid  fhali  rend  from  end -to 
Y  ¥  Tlie  r^pions'.'of  the  air  : 


1  o* 
"O 
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And  fplit  the  tides  in  twain  likewifc* 

Then  lie’ll  himfeif  appear. 

2  Then  he’ll  appear  a  drawing  near 
In  armies  broad  and  long  ; 

I  n  rank  and  fi  le  ten  thou  land  miles 
Methinks  I  fee  them  throng. 

3  Then  he  will  tell  the  arch-angel 
To  blow  the  trumpet  loud, 

That  all  might  hear  both  far  and  near* 

And  then  you'll  fee  them  round. 

4  Then,  he  fli all  call  both  great  and  finally 
The  beggar  and  the  drudge  ; 

The  high,  the  low,  the  poor  alfo, 

To  come  before  the  Judge. 

5  The  fheep  fhall  Hand  at  his  right  hand 
But  goats  on  his  left  fide  ; 

Then  he  fhall  call  both  great  and  fro  all 
To  have  their  c^fes  try’d 

6  Then  he  will  fay<s  depart  aw  ay* 

“Ye  goats  go  down  to  hell, 

u  And  wander  there  in  black  defpairs 
iC  And  bid  all  hope  farewell/5  ' 

y  But  to  the  red, ‘  ‘  come  up  ye  bkfl,55 
My  fwcet  redeemer’ll  fay, 

u  And  dwell  on  high  with  God  and  I 
And  fing  my  praife  for  ayet” 

HYMN  LVII.  C.  Mo 

clh:  love  oj  Christ  to  bis Jaints » 

VTGW  who  are  they  who  dare  to  fay. 
I’ve  been  too  kind  to  thefe  ; 
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A  right  I  have  to  damn  or  fave; 

If  men  will  not  believe,, 

2  Thofe  robes  they  wear  that  fhiiie  fo  fair, 
And  dazzle  like  the  fun, 

I’ve  kept  above  wrapt  up  in  love  ; 

And  angels  ne’er  had  one. 

3  Dear  faints,  but  I  was  forc’d  to  die, 

Or  you  mud  naked  gone  ; 

They’er  made  for  you,  1  know  they’ll  do, 

For  I  have  try 3 4  5 * *d  them  on. 

4  Lord,  when  fhall  we  like  angels  be,, 

And  travel  thro  the  air  ; 

And  all  thy  hefts  travel  this  coaft. 

And  meet  together  there. 

HYMN  LVIII.  C.  Mo 

A t  the  meeting  of  Friends . 

WELL  met,  dear  friends,  in  Jefus9  name 
Come  let  us  now  rejoice, 

While  we  our  faviour’s  praife  proclaim^ 

With  cheerful  hearts  and  voice. 

X  But  O  !  dear  Jefus,  Lamb  of  God, 

Send  down  the  heav’nly  dove, 
j;  As  graces  to  diffufe  abroad, 

To  warm  our  hearts  with  love. 

3  I  a  vain,  dear  faviour,  here  we  meet. 

Except  thy  face  we  fee  ;  : 

Thy  prefence  makes  a  heav’n  moft  fweet,. 
When’er  we  meet  with  thee. 

4  A  dungeon  (hews  a  heav’nly  dawn, 

When,  there  with  thee  we  dwell  ;  t  . 

But  when  thy  prefence  is  withdrawn, 

A  palace  proves  a  hell....  g  i 
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s  Then  O  !  dear  Jefus.,  condefcend 
To  meet  us  with  a  fmile  ; 

Thy  fpirit’s  quick’ning  influence  fend, 
And  purge  our  hearts  from  guile, — 

6  That  at  the  clofe  each  one  may  fayy 
«'  We  meet  not  here  in  vain  ; 

61  For  we  have  tailed  heav’n  to-day, 

<*  Nor  could  wc  more  contain. ” 

HYMN  LIX.  Co  M. 


At  parting  of  Friends . 

ORD,  when  together  here  we 

_ i  And  tafte  thy  heav’ly  grace 

Thy  fmiles  are  fo  divinely  fweet, 
We’re  loth  to  leave  the  place. 


meei 


2  But  father,  fince  it  is  thy  will, 
That  we  mull:  part  again  : 
Yet  let  thy  fpecial  prefence  ftill. 
With  ev’ry  one  remain. 


3  And  let  us  all  in  Ghrifl  be  one, 
Bound  with  the  cords  of  love  ; 
Till  we  before  thy  glorious  throne,, 
Shall  joyful  meet  above. 


4  There  void  of  all  difhra&mg  pains, 
Our  fpirits  ne’er  (hall  tire  \ 

But  in  feraphic,*  endlefs  drains, 
Redeeming  love  admire. 


«:  All  fin  and  lorrow  from  each  heart, 
Shall  then  forever  fly  ; 

Nor  lhali  a  thought  that  we  mufl  part, 
Oi.ee  interrupt  our  joy. 

6  And  thus  to  all  eternity, 

Upon  the  heav’n ly  fa  ore. 
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TKe  great  myftcrious  one  in  three, 

Jehovah  we’ll  adore. 

HYMN  LX.  G.  M. 

ANOTHER. 

^JOW,  Lord,  tho’  we  mu  ft  part  a  whiles 
Upon  the  facred  road  ; 

Yet  let  thy  face  upon  us  fmile, 

And  keep  us  clofe  to  God. 

2  And  if  again  on  earth  we  meet*  * 

Lord  let  us  meet  w  ith  thee  ; 

AncI  let  thy  gracious  prefence  fweet. 

From  bondage  fet  us  free. 

2  This,  only  this  we  humbly  crave, - 
While  earth  is  our  abode  ;  x 

That  we  with  Chrift  and  faints  may  have 
Communion  on  the  road. 

4  For  :m;ce  out  fellow fhij>  below. 

Affords  fuch  joys  and  love, 

We  long. its  full  extent  to  know 
When  we  filial  1  meet  above.  - 

t;  /.  nd  L  ord,  let  this  excite  us  on, '  • 

To  keep  the  narrow  way  : 

Till  we  (hall  meet  around  thy  throne. 

To  fpend  an  cndlc is  day..  . 

;V  Ccleftial  dove,  our  fouls  infpire,  . 
hikintam  this  flame  of  love  ; 

:  j.  it  we  fhall  meet  that  glorious  choir,  <. 

Of  Vvorfhippers  above,  u 

HYM  N  *  LXI.  L.  M. 

Advice  to  youth,  from  Feel,  xih 

'ATOW  is  the  time,  O  lovely  youth, 

X  Y  To  think  on  your  creator  God  ; 
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Attend  the  words  of  facred  truth, 

While  in  the  day  of  youthful  blood, 

2  This  is  the  only  way  to  find, 

The  paths  of  peace  ancf  endlefs  joy— • 

The  way  toftore  your  youthful  mind 
With  pleafure  that  will  never  cloy  , 

3  But  if  you  foolifhly  delay, 

'  And  hearken  to  the  tempter’s  breath. 

To  walk  in  the  deftru&ive  way, 

Till  age  comes  on,  or  fudden  death. — 

4  0  think  what  dreadful  rifk  you  run — 

To  hazard  your  immortal  foul, 

To  he  eternally  undone, 

And  plung’d  where  endlefs  forrows  roll,' 

5  Behold  the  wretch  advanc’d  in  years. 

And  with  Ids  years  grown  old  in  fin  ; 

No  more  repentance  now  appears, 

Than  when  his  life  did  firft  begin* 

5  Lo  ftill  upon  the  horrid  brink 
Of  everlafting  wrath  he  goes  ; 

Anom  with  horror  down  to  fink, 

Into  the  gulf  of  endlefs  woes, 

7  Young  Tinners  then  a  warning  take, 

Now  in  your  precious  days  of  youth  ; 

All  flatting  vanities  forfakc*  - 

And  take  thf  advice  of  facred  truth. 

r 

HYMN  LXII.  L.  MV 

A  Hymn  on  the  preciovfntfs  cf  Chr-XS.T-. 

THE  name  of  Chrift,  how  fweet  iifbtodl 
How  fweet  the  mention  of  his  wounds- 
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How  good,  Row  excellently  good 
Is  the  dearname  of  jefus’  blood, 

a  What  makes  it  fo  to  me;  is  this*, 

All  that’s  in  Chrift  my  portion  is  ; 

I’m  his  and  fhall  forever  be. 

And  all  he  has  is  made  to  me. 

3  O  !  What  a  great  eftate  have  !, 

A  heaven  to  all  eternity  ; 

Pm  rich,  the  Lamb  hath  made  me  fo. 
Nor  cam  I  greater  riches  know. 

4  O  Law,  I  dread  thy  threats  no  more5 
My  faviour  yonder  paid  the  fcore  ; 

His  blood,  I  know  has  blotted  al! , 

The  hand  again  ft  me  on  the  wall. 

s  The  promifes  I  glad  look  o’er, 

And  thankfully  the  Lamb  adore  ; 

For  when  he  di’d  he  left  his  will, 

And  thefe  his  legacies  reveal’d. 

6  What  did  my  faviour  at  his  death, 

To  me,  unworthy  me  bequeath  ; 

His  life,  Iris  death,  his  wounds  and  blood 
i  le  left  me  when  he  went  to  God. 

7  His  new  eternal  teftament 

I  read,  and  much  fweet  time  is  fpent, 

In  fearching  every  verfe  and  line  ; 

How  much  by  Jefus’  will  is  mine  ? 

8  My  dear  teftator  will  I  bids, 

While  wearing  his  pure  right’oufnefs  ; 
He  di’d  and  left  me  this,  I’ll  tell, 

Or  I  had  naked  gone  to  hell. 

9  His  facred  name  I’llftill  adore, 

And  praife  my  jefus  more  and  mere  ; 
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My  heart,  my  tongue  his  praife  flxall  prove,; 

In  earth  below  and  heav’n  above. 

io  O  !  the  vaft  debt  of  love  I  owe; 

My  foul  in  time  can  ne’er  beftow  : 

Eternity,  it  has  no  bound, 

So  let  my  praife  to  thee  be  found* 

HYMN  LXIIL  C.  M. 

On  GRACE . 

TTEAVENLYthoughts  create  my  fo  ng> 

1  X  And  fet  my  foul  on  hre, 

And  glides  my  pleafing.  thoughts  along. 

To  join  the  heav’nly  choir. 

2  While  trav’ling  thro*  this  defart  land3 
My  weary  foul  fhall  reft  ; 

Guided  by  Jefus’  gentle  hand, 

To  lean  upon  his  bread. 

3  Here  I  will  cafe  my  burden’d  mind* 

And  tell  him  all  my  grief  ; 

From  Jefus*  blood  my  foul  ftiall  find 
The  ftreams  of  fweet  relief. 

4  I’ll  lay  me  down  within  his  arms^ 

And  view  his  lovely  face  ; 

As  one  o  ercotne  by  fov  reign  charms. 

And  loft  in  his  embrace. 

5  Here  111  behold  with  joy  divine, 

The  fprings  of  riling  blrfs, 

And  joy  to  fee  that  Cfmft  is  mine. 

And  view  that  I  am  his. 

6  The  views  of  my  dear  bleeding  King, 

trike  an  immortal  flame  : 


.  '  — — 
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‘Raptur'd  with  joy  my  foul  fhall  fing 
The  praife  of  J efus’  name— 

7  Shall  fing  like  the  redeemed  throng, 

Of  my  incarnate  God  ; 

His  love  fliall  be  my  ceafelefs  fong. 

Who  walk’d  me  in  his  blood. 

-g  High  on  the  throne  my  Saviour  reigns  ; 

Angels  adore  my  King  ; 

In  lofty,  fweet  Seraphic  drains, 

My  "faviour’s  praife  they  fing. 

q  There  I’ll  adore  mv  dying  God, 

And  bow  before  his  face  ; 

I’ll  fingofTTus’  wounds  and  blood, 

And  praife. vidlorious  grace. 

to  Amidfl  th’  eternal  fac  red  true" 

.  Amon?  the  ftafrv  plains, 

Mv  foul  fhall  fmer  as  angels  do; 

In  fweet  cebedial  drains. 

ji  Theheav’rdv  fbrae  dial!  dill  afpire, 

Before  mv  fayionr’s  Throne  ; 

Hi  ■  love  ill  all  feed  the  facred  fire, 

To  praife  the  holy  one. 

H  Y  M  N  LXIV. 

Afoul's  view  :  Or ,  partaking  of  the  Lori's  Suppe 

npHE  table  fpread,  my  foul  there  fpies 
•NX  The  viaim  bleeds,  the  Saviour  dies* 

In  anguidi  on  the  tree  ! 

I  hear  his  dying  groansj  I  prove 
His  bleeding  heart  his  dying  love  . 

.He  di’d,  my  foul,  for  thee. 
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2  The  table’s  fpread — the  royal  food 
Is  Jcfus*  facred  flcfh  and  blood, 

A  feafi  of  love  divine  : 

His  bleeding  heart  !  •  his -dying  groans  ! 

His  facred  blood  for  fin  atones— 

Atones,  my  foul  for  thine. 

^  The  feafi  is  fpread  with  bleeding  hands, 
bedew’d  with  blood,  audio,  it  (lands 
To  fill  the  hungry  mind  ; 

*Tis  free,  and  whofoever  will 
May  feaft  his  foul,  and  drink  his  fill, 

And  grace  and  glory  find. 

4.  Whilft  at  the  table  fits  the  King, 
Raptur’d  with  joy,  my  foul  (hall  fing. 

With  an  immortal  flame  ; 

My  SaTourk  grace  I’ll  (HU  adore, 

W i th  j oy  I’ll  1  ovc  h i nj  more  a nd  more 
And  blefs  his  fasred  name. 


5  O  !  facred  fie  in  O  folemn  feafic ! 
When  Ch ri fl  my  Lord,  the  royal  .guelr. 

Is  at  hk  table  found  ; 

This  adds  new  glories  to  my  joy — « 

It  bids  me  fing  and  well  I  may, 

It  makes  my  blifs  abound. 

6  JTis  thus  my  foul  by  faith  is  fed 
On  angel’s  food  with  living  bread, 

And  manna  from  above — 

Cn  facred' fie fh,  on  dying  blood  ! 

I  feafi  till  l  am  full  of  God, 

And  drink  the. wine  of  love. 


7  It  is  an  early  antipaft, 

Of  heav’nly  b’ifs  it  is  a  talk, 
A  tafte  on  earthly  ground  $ 


7  6  ’Divine  Hymns— 

If  here  fa  fweet—  if  here  we  prove 
Seraphic  joy — celedial  love, 

In  heav’n  what  will  be  found  ? 


HYMN.  LXV.  P.  M. 

Redemption  found  in  Jefusy  and  at  the  idea  of  cm- 
anther  cnjl  in  a  form.  Heb.  iv.  19. 

TOW  I  have  found  the  ground*,  wherein 
My  foul’s  fure  anchor  may  remain 
rl  he  wounds  of  Jefus  for  rny  fin, 

Before  the  world’s  foundation  flain, 

Whofe  mercy  {hall  unfhaken  flay, 

When  heav’n  and  earth  are  fled  away. 


-?v  Father  thine  everlading  grace* 

0 u r  fc a n t y  t h 0 11  g lit s  fur paife 3  f  a  r  ; 
i  by  heart  ftill  melts  with  tendernels- 
Thy  arms  of  love  {till  open  are, 
Returning  hnners  to  receive, 

That  mercy  they  may  tafleand  live. 


5  By  faith  I  plunge  me  in  this  fea, 
Here  is  my  hope,  my  joy  and  red  5  _ 
Tis  here,  when  hell  aflaults  I  flee, 
And  look  into  my  Saviour’s  bread  ; 
Away  fad  doubts  and  anxious  fear, 
Mercy  is  all  that’s  written  there. 


4  Tho’  waves  and  dorms  go  o'rc  my  head — 
Tho’  drength  and  health  and  friends  be  gone 
Tho’  joys  be  wither’d  all  and  dead — 

Tho’  ev’ry  comfort  be  withdrawn, . 

On  thee  my  liedfad  foul  relies 
Father  thy  mercy  never  dies. 

^  Fix’d  on  this  ground,  I  will  remain,  t 
Tho’  my  heart  fail  and  flelh  decay, 
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Xliis  anchor  (hall  my  foul  fuftain, 

When  earth’s  foundations  melt  away  ; 
Mercy’s  full  pow’r  I  then  (hall  prove, 

Lov’d  with  an  everlafting  love. 

6  What  in  thy  love  polfefs  I  not  ? 

My  ftar  by  night,  my  fun  by  day—  ^ 

My  fprings  of  life,  when  parch  ci  with  drougnt, 
My  wine  to  cheer,  my  bread  to  flay— 

My  fhield,  my  ftrength,  my  fafe  abode— 

My  palace.  Saviour  and  my  God. 

HYMN  LXVI .  L.  M. 

Gofpel  mhiijlers'  call,  or  commlffton, — From  fever  cl 

Jcriptures. 

THUS  faith  the  Lord,  your,  mafter  dear, 

O  ye,  his  fervants,  whom  he  fends 
To  preach  his  gofpel,  far  and  near. 

E’en  to  the  world’s  remotefl  ends. 

2  “  Go  forth  ye  heralds  in  my  name, 

<i  Sweetly  the  gofpel  trumpet  found  \ 

S(  The  glorious  jubilee  proclaim, 

“  Where’er  the  human  race  is  found. 

3  “  Convince  a  world  of  Tinners  blind, 

“  And  mew  them  where  their  danger  lies  ; 

“  The  broken  hearted  careful  bind, 

“And  Wipe  the.  tears,  from  weeping  eyes, 

4  “  Be  wife  as  ferpents  %vhere  you  go, 

“  Yet  harmlef*  as  the  peaceful  dove  ; 

“  And  let  your  whole  deportment  fhow,  • 

“  That  you're  commifiion’d  from  aboye* 

k  “  And  as  you  freely  have  receiv’d/ 

*(  E’en  fo  to*  others  freely  give  $ 

G  a 


•  \ 


.  u 
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4 

c  So  fliall  your  meflage  be  believ,d, 

“  And  many  dying  Tinners  live.” 

6  “  Mafter,  thy  word  we  have  obey’d 

s<  (Said  Chrift’s  fweet  meffengers  of  peace.) 
Ci  And  lo,  the  devils  arc  difmay’d, 

n  rembling  they  flee  before  our  faced* 

7  •  T  I  bad  an  angel’s  voice, 

And  could  be  heard  from  pole  to  Dole, 

1  would  to  all  the  lift’ning  world, 

Proclaim,  thy  goodncfs  to  my  foul* 

$  5?„bappy  fcrvants  of  the  Lord, 

Who  thus  their  mailer’s  will  obey  : 
fmmenfely  great  is  the  reward, 
i  hey  fit  all  receive  another  day. 

H  Y  N  M '  LXVXL  C.'  M. 

Divine  Fortitude .  *- 

r\IDST  thou,  dear  Jefus,  fuffer  fhame, 
dLJr-  And  bear  the  crols  for  me  ? 

<A.no  iball  1  fear  to  own  thy  name. 

Or  thy  difciple  be  ? 

2  Forbid  it  Lord  that  I  fhould  dread, 

To  fuffer  fhame  or  lofs  ; 

•But  in  thy  footfteps  let  me  tread, 

And  glory  in  thy  crols. 

3  Infpire  my  foul  with  life  divine, 

And  holy  courage  bold  ; 

Let  knowledge,  faith  and  meeknefs  fhi.ne, 

Nor  love,  nor  zeal  grow  cold. 

■  *  .  '*  ,•  # 

4  Sjy  to  my  Tool,  why  do  ft  thou  fear 
1  he  face  of  feeble  man  ? 
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Behold  thy  heav’nly  captain’s  here, 
Before  thee  in  the  van. 

5  O  how  my  foul  would  up  and  run* 

At  this  reviving  word  ; 

Nor  any  painful  fuff ’rings  fhuns 
To  follow  thee  my  Lord. 

6  For  this  let  men  reproach,  defame* 
And  call  me  what  they  will  ; 

Lo,  I  may  glorify  thy  name; 

And  be  thy  fervant  ftilh 

7  To  thee  I  cheerfully  fubmit^ 

And  all  my  pow’rs  refign  ; 

Let  wifdom  point  out  what  is  fit* 

And  I’ll  no  more  repine. 

Pause. 

8  I’ll  cheerfully  take  up  the  crofs, 

And  follow  thee  iny  Lord  ; 

Submit  to  tortures,  fhame  and  lofsP 
At  thy  commanding  word. 

9  But  this  I  promife  to  fulfil, 

Through  thy  afiifting  grace, 

For  I’m  pow’rlefs  and  a  weak  will* 

I  muff  with  fhame  co nfeis. 

xo  But  let  thy  grace  fufficient  be, 

In  ev’ry  time  of  need  : 

Then,  Lord,  I  11  boldly  fight  for  the^* 
And  ev’ry  time  fucceed. 

HYMN  LX VI II.  C.  M, 


The  rich  provifion  of  the  GofpeL 
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Thy  grace  can. melt  the  ftubborn  Jew, 

And  heal  the  dying  greek. 

2  Wide  as  the  reach  of  fatan’s  rage* 

Does  thy  falvation  flow  ; 

It’s  not  confin’d  to  fex  or  age, 

The  lofty  or  the  low0 

3  While  grace  is  offer’d  to  the  prince,, 

The  poor  may  take  their  fharc  ; 

N o  mortal  has  a  jufl  pretence. 

To  perifli  in  defpair. 

4  Come  all  ye  wretched  finners  come, 

He’ll  form  your  fouls  anew  ; 

His  gofpel  and  his  heart,  has  room 
For  rebels  fuch  as  you. 

5  His  do&rine  is  Almighty  love, 

There’s  virtue  in  his  name, 

To  turn  a  raven  to  a  dove, 

The  lion  to  .a  lamb,, 

6  O  could  we  raife  a  fong  of  praife, 

Half  equal  to  his  love  ; 

The  heav’ns  would  ring  while  we  fhould  fing, 
Thro’  all  the  courts  above. 

HYMN  LXIX. 

The  Pilgrim's  Jong . 

/CHILDREN  of  the  heav’nly  King, 

As  your  journey  fweetly  fmg  ; 

Sing  your  Saviour’s  worthy  praife. 

Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

•2  Ye  are  trat’ling  home  to  God, 
in  the  way  your  lathers  trod  , 
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They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happinefs  fhall  fee, 

3  Oh  1  ye  banifh’d  feed  be  glad; 
thrift  our  advocate  is  made  ; 

Us  to  have,  our  ftefh  afFumes, 

Brother  to  our  fouls  becomes* 

4  Shout  ye  little  flocks  and  kiefs. 
You  on  Jehus’  arms  (hall  red  ; 

There  your  feat  is  now  prepar’d. 
There’s  your  kingdom  andrewarcL  > 

5  O  !  ye  brethren,  joyful  ftand, 

On  the  borders  of  your  Irtnd  ; 

Jefus  Chrift,  your  Father’s  fon, 

Bids  you  undifmay’d  go  on. 

6  Lord,  obcd’ently  we’ll  go,  , 

Gladly  leaving  all  below  ;  ( 

Only  thou  our  leader  be, 

And  we  ftili  will  follow  thee.  . 

HYMN?  LXXL 

Ccjeflial  Watering? 

(PAVIOUR,  vifit  thy  plantation, 
O  Grant  us  Lord  a  gracious  rain  ; 
All  will  come  to  diiTolution, 

Unlefs  thou  return  again. . 

2  Keep  no  longer  at  a  diftaace,.. 

Shine  upon,  us  from  on  high  ; 

Bell:  for  want  of  thy  affiftance, 

Ev’ry  plant  will  droop  and  die* 

2  Surely  once  the  garden  flourifh’d/ 
Ev’ry  part  look’d  gay  and  green  .; 
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There  thy  word  our  fpirits  nourifh’cf* 
Happy  feafons  we  have  f£en, 

4  But  a  drought  has  fince  fucccededf* 
And  a  fad  decline  we  fee  ; 

Lord  thy  help  is  greatly  needed, 

Help  can  only  come  from  thee, 

5  Where  are  thofe  we  counted  leaders^ 
Fir’d  with  zeal  and  love  and  truth  * 

Old  profeflors  tall  as  cedars, 

Bright  examples  to  our  youth, 

6  Some  in  whom  our  fouls-  delighted* 
We  (hall  meet  no  more  below  ; 

Some,  alas  1  we  fear  are  blighted* 
Scarce  a  Tingle  leaf  they  (how. 


y  Younger  plants  to  fight  how  pTeafant*. 

Cover’d  thick  with  -bioiToms  flood  ; 
But  they  caufe  us  grief  at  prefect, 

Froft  has  nip’dthem  in  the  bud, 

8  Dear  Saviour,  haflen  hitlw, 

Thou  canft  make  them  bloom  again  \ 
O  !  permit  ihetti  not  to  wither, 

Let  not  all  our  hopes  be  vain. 


9  Let  our.  raut’al  love  be  fervant*  . 

Make  us  prevalent  in  prayer,  . 

Let  each  one  efteem  thy  fervant, 

And  fhun  the  world’s  bewitching  friare,. 

jo  Break  the  tempter’s  fa*al  power, 

Turn  the  flony  hearts  offleih  ; 

Liu!  row  begin  from  this  good  hour. 

To  revive  thy  work  afrefc. 


.  *^'-s  4,  V^S1**  ;  -  -  *-k  •*<?*  ,-  • 
•  .a*'*’  -  «■  •  *  --*•.  - 

--  .  .x-  . 
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HYMN  LXXI.  L.  Mo 


Wonders  of  Redeeming  Love< 


ON0W  begin  thy  heav’nly  theme. 
Come  fing  aloud  in  Jefus’nams  5 
Come  you  who  Jefus’  kindnefs  prove, 
Come  triumph  in  redeeming  love. 


$  Come  you,  alas  !  whoe’er  have  been, 
The  willing  (laves  of  death  and  fin  ; 
Come  now,  from  blifs  no  longer  rove, 
Stop,  (lop  and  tads  redeeming  love. 


3  Come  mourning  fouls  dry  up  your  tears*, 
And  banifh  all  your  guilty  fears  ; 

And  fee  the  guilt  fecure  renfov’d, 

*Tis  cancel’d  by  redeeming  love. 


4.  Come  welcome  all  by  fin  op p red, 
Come  welcome  to  this  (acred  red  ; 
There’s  nothing  bro’t  him  from  above. 
Nothing  hut  true  redeeming  love. 

’Tis  he  fubdues  th’  infernal  pGW  rs. 
And  his  tremendous  foes  are  ours  ; 
Our  foes  are  from  his  empire  drove, 
He’s  mighty  in  redeeming  love. 


6  Come  hither  and  your  mufic  bring. 
Come  ft'fike  aloud  your  joyful  tiring  ; 
Come  mortals  join  the  praile  above  ! 
He’s  mighty  in  redeeming  lore. 


Come  you  who  live  in  Babylon, 
Come  hear  the  voice  of  Chrid  the  1  on 
Arife  my  fair  one  and  my  dove, 


Q  come  and  taftc  redeeming  love* 
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3  The  angels  that  before  him  {land, 
They  go  and  come  at  his  command  5 
Tho?  they  are  featcd  high  above, 

Never  will  tafle  redeeming  love! 

9  O  furely  happy  now  they  be, 

Our  God  and  Chrifl  they  daily  fee, 
They  all  in  fhining  ranks  there  move. 
But  ne’er  will  fing  redeeming  love* 

10  O  ye  bright  angels  it  is  true, 

1  hat  I  fhall  furely  out- do  vou  ^ 

When  I  fhall  reign  with  him  above, 
Then  I  fhall  fing  redeeming  love, 

hymn  lxxii.  c.  m, 

'The  Ratr  3/IanJions 

WE  in  this  tabernacle  mourn, 

For  immortality  ; 

Burden  d  with  fin  we  daily  groan. 

And  long  to  be  let  free. 

7,  V/e  view  tills  world  not  as  our  home, 
^  But  fojourn  in  a  vale  ; 
feek  a  city  yet  to  come, 

Where  joy  fhall  never  fail, 

3  W c  have  an  houfe  above  the  fky 1 
t  Hi  heav’n’s  unineafur'd  fpace  ; 

Where  we  fhall  dwell  eternally, 

T  o  fee  cur  faviour’s  face. 

4  Roll  on,  roll  on  our  peaceful  years, 
And  bring  our  fouls  to  reft  ; 

Where  troubles  end  and  doubts  and  fear. 
No  more  diftiirb  our  bread. 

5  ^  ^'cn  we  bid  a  long  farewell, 
l  6  all  thofe  fleeting  things. 
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Our  day  in  earth  we  leave  to  dwell, 

To  mount  on  facred  wings.  ' 

6  Swifter  than  thought  we  foar  on  high? 

Above  thofe  twinkling  ftars  ; 

Pafs  through  the  regions  of  the  fky. 

And  all  thofe  rolling’ fpheres. 

y  The  fun  ere  long  will  difappcar., 

And  Tinners  feel  their  lofs  ; 

While  we  aTcend  thro’  yielding  air? 

And  fleer  th’  eternal  courfe. 

8  Now  winged  time  is  known  no  more<> 
Eternity  begins  ! 

Our  fouls  have  gain’d  the  heav’nly  fhoreP 
Arfd  view  th’  amazing  fcenes. 

9  There  fongs  begin  to  found  fo  fweetP 
Our  raptur’d  fouls  on  fire, 

To  bow  around  our  Saviour’s  feet> 

And  join  the  heavenly  choir. 

■10  Unnumber’d  years  fhall  gently  roll. 
And  each  increafe  their  blifs  ; 

When  God  fhall  fay  unto  each  foul* 
Come  dwell  where  Jefus  is. 

SI  Then  will  our  bleffed  Jefus  come. 
And  bid  the  dead  arife  ; 

And  call  his  weary’d  children  home* 

To  manfions  in  the  fkies. 

12  Where  fin  and  forrowr  all  (hall  defcfe, 
And  tears  be  wip’d  away  ; 

And  nothing  fhall  ciiflurb  our  peace* 

To  one  eternal  day. 


H 
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hymn  lxxiii.  L.m 

Love  to  yefus . 

nPHEE  will  I  love  my  Lord,  my  tow’r 

^  love  my  jo>,  my  crown 
I  hee  will  I  love  with  all  my  pow?r, 

Ot  mind,  and  ftrength  and  heart  alone. 

-  Tnce  will  I  love,  my  joy,  my  throne, 

^  Xiiee  will  I  iove,  my  Lord,  my  God  ; 

1  hee  wiil  I  love  beneath  thy  frown, 

T  hy  fmiles,  thy  fceptre.,  or  thy  rod. 

HYMN  LXXIV.  L.  M. 

Praife  to  Redeeming  Grace . 

IFFUSE  thy  beams  and  teach  my  heart? 
^  Now  with  genial  warmth  to  glow  ; 
For  lo  !  without  thy  heav’nly  art, 

In  vain  my  lofty  numbers  flow,. 

2  Magnificent,  free  grace  arife, 
fhutfhine  the  tho’ts  of  fhallow  man  ; 

Sov'  reign,  preventing  all  divine, 

To  him  that  neither  wilFd  nor  ran. 

-2  Grand  is  the  bofom  whence  thou  flow’d. 
Kind  is  the  heart  that  gave  thee  vent  ; 

Rich  as  the  gift  that  God  bellow’d, 

Lovely  and  fo  like  C hrift  he.  fent. 

4  Grace  by  a  righteoufnefs  doth  reign, 
Wrought  by  the  facred  life  of  God  ; 

Where  fm  is  fp'oil’d,  grace  fhall  maintain 
Its  right  in  Jefus’  facred  blood. 

5  Who  counts  the  fands  that  bound  the  feay 

'Not  half  his  fins  can  number  o’er  ; 
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AM  atv!  what  millions  yet  but  fee, 
Grace  hath  ten  thoufand  mercies  more 

6  Infinitegrace  how  full  of  God, 
Inev*ry  work  of  thine— there  glows 
New  glories  in  thy  facred  blood. 

There  life  divine  eternal  flows. ; 


E 


^  We  bowing  ling- thy  death  fo  ftrong 
Which  all  our  fouls  from  death  defends  ; 

Shout  ye  redeem’d— for  here  your  fong 
Begins,  and  never^- never  ends. 

HYMN  LXXV.  L.  MJ 

On  eternal  Love . 

TERN  A  L  love  the  darling  fong, 

Well  pleafing  to  Jehovah’s  Ear  ; 

Attend  ye  fav’d,  ye  pardon’d  throng  ; 

With  all  your  graceful  notes  draw  near. 

2  *Tis  yours  to-frhg  th*  eternal  date 
Of  love  divine  and  how  it  moves 

To  helplefs  man  ;  with  gladnefs  great. 
Sing  loud,  tor  God  the  fong  approves. 

3  Hail  Bethle’em  !  Hail  that  ruddy  morn^ 
Whofe  rays  adorn  the  infant  God  , 

Mtfliah,  of  a  virgin  born, 

A  God,  a  man  to  die  in  blood. 

\  For  ufr,'  falvation  wide  difplays 
-  Her  ambient,  refrefhing  w  ing  ^ 

In  Jefus’  name,  that  love  we’ll  praife 
And  all  its  peerltfs  glories  fing 


5  We  fing  the  garden  and  the  tree, 

Red  with  the  blood  that  cries  for  peace 
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i  Inav  ri  echoes  back  as  pleasM,  in  thee 
J^o  fhew  its.  glories  and  its  grace, 

6  We  fing  a  note  that  high  prevails-. 

Above  the  angels  free  from  fin  ; 

Who  cannot  tafie  the  love  that  heals, 

1  -e  iweets  of  con  Science  thus  made  clean. 


lhY  |07e>  O  Jems  is  the  theme, 

I  iong  Oi  faints  inall  ever  grow  • 

.iii  ages  to  the  church  proclaim, 

Howfweetly  doth  their  number’s  flow, 

3  Here  Ih all  the  guilty,  who  has  loft 
i  he  Divine  favour  by  his  fin, 
i  worth  that  he  can  fafely  trull, 

A  righteoufaefs  to  glory  in. 

II Y  M  N  LXXVL 

Quu:  and  dijlrejsy  hifeperable  companions  * 

N  is  the  fatal  caufe  of  woe, 

The  fpr  lag  from  whence  our  troubles  now. 
Yet  when,  we  take  a  view 
Of  tl-.cfe  who  fin  in  ev’ry  breath, 

Yet  feel  no  checks  in  life  and  death, 

We  fcarce  believe  it  true. 

2  Thou  lands  around  feem  highly  blefs’d, 

Who  treat  religion  as  a  jell, 

A  fable  or  a  fong  ; 

Down  life’s  inipet’otis  dream  they  giHe, 
Favour'd  with  canyafs,  wind  and  tide. 

And  fihoothly  float  along, 

3  By  pies fure’s  flow’ry  bank  they  fieer,5 
No  troubles  feel,  nor  can  they  fear, 

But  laugh,  and  ling,  and  play  ; 
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Till  deep  they  plunge  in  endlefs  night. 
Without  one  drop  of  fweet  delight, 
Orglimpfe  of  op’ning  day. 

4  O  !  fad  exchange  O  wretched  (la te  ! 
Now*  they  can  feel  (when  ’tis  too  late) 
What  they  have  heard  in  vain  ; 

Defpair  and  anguifh  dwell  within,  , 

The  bitter,  bitter  fruits  of  fin, 

A  id  make  them  roar  w  ith  pain  l 

5  Thein  groans  emphatic,  loud  complain, 

T  was  guilt  that  caus’d  their. guilt  and  fhaxxie 

And  freely  they  confefs, 

The  bitter  pill  was  candy ’d  o'er, 

5Twas  all  in  hilgence  juft  before. 

But  now  ’tis  all  diftrefs..  . 

6  More  they  would  own — but  I  forbear, 

Aid  quit  thofe  regions  of  defpair  ; 

And  now  would  afk  the  faints, 

If  guilt  be  harm  It  fs,  tell  me  why 
i  hofe  trickling  tears,  that  heaving  figh, 
And  whence  thofefad  complaints 

7  fin>  viper,  you  care% 

ofriking  remorfe  and  keen  diftrefs 

Speedily  makes  you  fmart  ;  ; 

Tis  that  which  hides  the  baviour’s  face, 
Iilcurs  his  frowns,  fufpends  his  grace. 

And  wounds  you  to  the  heart. 

H-^ken  griefs  like  mighty  torrents  roIL 
d  dl  the  poor  agonizing  foul 
Lies  bleeding  on -the  rack  ; 

The  round  of  duties  trodden  ftill  - 
*®Uw-ls  hke  laboring  up  a  hill, 
mountains  on  thy  back* 

Ha- 
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9  One  guilty  fcene  fuch  anguifn  brings, 
Clogs  the  poor  foul,  and  e!ips  its  wings,. 

And  drags  it  from  the  ikies  ; 

'Till  Jefus  drefs’d  in  love,  appears, 
Forgives  the  guilt,  and  wipes  the  tears 
From  ‘the  beclouded  eyes. 

10  O  chriftians  1  never  hope  to  meet. 
In  pleafures  linful,  tailing  fweet. 

But  bid  them  all  adieu  ; 

Stings  from  forbidden  pleaiures  grow. 
At  it  all  my  foul  hath 'found  info, 

And  owns  th5  aifertion  true. 


i  i  Retraining  grace  dear  Jefus  grant,- . 
Make  me  like  nature’s  nobleft  plant  \ 

And  may  my  tear  be  fuch, 

That- when  temptations  He  in  wait, 

1  may  difdain  the  gilded  bah,  > 

And  Hit  inking  Hum  the  .touch. 

•.  H  Y  M  N  LXXVII  L.  M. 

-The /inner  s  call  rejefted. 

,f"1  OME  all  who’ve  fpcnt  your  bloomi  igda 
In  your  own  lulls,  and  fatan  s  ways, 
Bov/  down  to  God,  conlefs  your  fm, 

Left  you  fhould  never  enter  in. 


In  thro’  the  grite  that  is  on  high, 
Which  leads  to  joys  above  the  Iky  \  ^ 
Where  all  the  faints  their  voices  raile, 
Rejoice  and  ling  their  maker  s  praifJv 

']  All  who  do w ifh  to  pals  this*\gate? 
jVlutl  walk  upright  and  very  ftraight  j 
j  f  you  fhould  mifs-this  gate' I  know, 
Dov/ii  to  a  burning  hW  you’ll  go. 
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4.  There  eodlefs  for  row,  endlefs  pain, 

Without  a  hope  of  peace  aSain  |  , 

Oh  i  then  your  aching. fouls  w  -11  lay, 

«<  Why  did  we  God 'fo  difo oey. 

<•  His  hand  was  ftretch’d  forth  all  the  day.*.. 

We  cannot  have  one  word  today  ; 

For  ws  have  had  many  a  ca.  » 

And  we  like  fools  rejeiied  an. 

6  One  word  of  caution  to  the  young. 

Who  never  have  God’s  praifes  lung  , 

Give  up  to  Chrift  before’s. too  late. 

Or  elfe  in  hell  you’ll  have  your  late. 

n  Down  with  the  hellifo  devils  there. 

Lock’d  down  in  horror  and  defpatr  , 

But  O  !  the  formidable  cries,  ^ 

That  fill  the  earth  and  reach  the  ikies. 

3  They  turn  their  eyes  to  heav’n  and  fee 
Where  all  the  righteous  people.be  ; 

Look  down  into  a  gaping  hell. 

See  where  the  devil’s  hoft  doth  dwell. 

o  This  heaven  is  a  happy  place, 

Where  all  the  people’s  fill’d  With  grace  , 

This  hell  it  is  a  place  of  fphe,  _ 

Where  forrows  are  that’s  infinite. 

io  Come  mind  the  words  which  I  have  pent*  d 
Left  down  to  hell  God  (hould  yod  fend  : 

The  place  I  will  deferibe  once  more, 

*Tis  where  the  devils  always  roar. 

hymn  lxxviii.  c.  m. 

An  invitation  to ftn-fnk  fouls  jo  come  to  Jefus 
*  relief \ 

,fTQME  finners,  now  approach  your 
With  new  melod’ous  fohgs  ; 
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Behold  the  treafures  of  his  blood 

H  ive  clcaaf'd  a  num’rous  throng. 

2  See  J  fits  (lands  with  open  arms. 

Inviting  you  to  come  ; 

Hear  how. his  mercy  fwe.-ily  charms,  . 
And  tells  you  there  is  room. 

3  ^ut  hark  !  methinks  I  hear  you  fay, 

f  m  an  unworthy  foul—  *  1 

I  ^  finn’d  myAy  ofgrace  away, 

I  hear  Lis  thunders  roll, 

4  U  ¥yA"-are  of  acrimfondye, 

tt  r  a  captive  led  ; 

Can  fucb  a  Hnful  foul  as  I, 

Se  from  this  bondage  tree'd  ? 

5  “  „/’ w } d[  ferve  the  ,oven  heU- 

,  7“°  Spurn’d  his  ofFtr’d  grace  : 

Ana  tempting  others  to  rebel, 

1  ro yok’d  him  to  his  face.” 

^  Th^  trcrJibIing  foul,  and  hear  me  tel 
.  ne  wonders  of  his  love  : 

He  Irntch’d  me  from  the  brink  of  hell. 

And  raifd  my  foul  above. 


7  „  pk  ’  r™,rthe  b!efs-’d  J  fus  fay, 

u  _  P  you- need  not  doubt  ; 

u  fou  l‘iat  come  unto  me 
i  11  in  no  wife  call  out,” 

8  If  ever  any  trembling  foul, 

*  hat  unto  Jtftis  come, 

Had  e'er  been  bnniih/d  or  caflfoff, 

*  have  been  the  one. 


9  But  God  has  mercy  yet  in  flore* 

For  all  that  will  believe  ; 

You  need  not  fear  bccaufe  you're  pocr; 

That  he  will  you  deceive. 

10  Come  now  and  take  him  at  his  word. 

He  will' not  angry  be  ; 

Put  your  whole  trufi  in  Chrift  the  Lord* 

And  he  will  let  you  free. 

H  YMN  LXXIX.  L.  M. 

me 

The  foul' s  confidence  in  Godys  faithfubief: , 

rT^H  IS  God  is  the  God  we  adore,  * 

JL  Our  faithful,  unchangeable  friend^ 

Whole  love  is  as  large  as  his  pov/.r, 

Who  knows  neither*  me  a  furs  nor  end. 

2  Tis  Jefusr  the  firft,  and  the  laff, 

Whole  fpirit  (hall  guldens  fare  home  ; 

We’l!  praife  him  far-all  that  is  pa  ft, 

And  truff  hirn  for  all  that’s  to  come* 

HYMN  LXXX.  L  M,  . 

Buy  the  truth ,  and  fell  knot, 

^"jpYiE  worth  of  truth- no  tongue. can  tell, 

JL  ’Twill  do  to  buy  but  not,  to  fdj  ; 

A  large  eihate  that  foul  has  got, 

Who  buys  the  truth  and  fells  itnotv  " 

2  T ruth,  like  a  diamond,  fhines  moR  fair. 

More  rich  than  pearls  and  mbits  arc— "  k 

Yore  ' vvoi  th  than  gold  and  frlver  coin 

O  i  may  it:  always  in  us  ihm«f. 

3  his  truth  that  binds,  and  truth  makes  fie* 


V.t>* 


TnA  fus  the  foul,  at  liberty 
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Prom  fin  and  fatan’s  heavy  chain. 

And  then  within  the  heart  doth  reign.- 

4  They  have  a  freedom  then  indeed,  , 

That  doth  all  freedom  elfe  exceed- —  - 
Freedom  from  guilt,  freedom  from  woe?  > 
And  never  more  fhall  bondage  know. 

5  O  !  happy  they  who  in  their  youth. 

Are  brought  to  know  and  love  the  truth  ; 
For  none  but  they  whom  truth  makes  free^ 
E’er  can  enjoy  true  liberty.. 

5  Truth  like  a  girdle  let  us  wear. 

And  always  keep  it  clean  and  fair ; 

And  never  let  it  once  be  told. 

The  truth  by  us  was  ever  fold. 

HYMN  LXXXIJ  C.  M: 

The  happy  Man. 

HAPPY  the  man  whole  will  is  bow’d 
And  fpirit  duly  aw’d — 

Who  is  refol  d  in  heart  and  mind, 

U  nU>  -  the  will -of  God . 

a  Happy  the  man  that  humble  is, 

And  (kith  not  one  difdain. 

That  ne’er  envies  nor  doth  difpife 
N  one  of /his  fellow  men. 

3  Happy  the  man  that  wears  Chr ill’s  yoke, 
And  has  a  lovvly  mind  ;  , 

Who  is  not  ealilv  provok’d, 

Great  peace  then  he  fhall  find. 

4  Happy  the  man  that  is  not  mov'd, 

With  all  the  ups  and  downs ; 

Ot  this  vain  world,  but  lives  ab©Ye 
Its  flatteries  and  frowns. 
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5  Happv  the  man  that's  wing’d  with  faith* 
Whofe  heart  is  fir’d  with  love— 

Who  ran  and  fled  to  take  the  pfize, 

That  is  laid  up  above. 


HYMN  LXXXII.  L.  M. 


7 he  name  of  Chrifty  mojl  fweet . 

t 

TH  AT  name  to  me  founds  ever  fweet. 
Where  grace  and  truth  doth  always 
Where  right ’on  fn<  fs  doth  peace  embrace. 
And  opens  wide  a  ftore  of  grace. 


2  A  meeting  place  it  is  indeed. 

Where  mercy  meets  the  finner’s  need, 
And  opens  wide  a  gracious  flore, 

;  Sufficient  to  relieve  the  poor. 


3  Hark  !  don’t  you  hear  the  heav 
It  foundeth  loud,  it  is  to  all — 
To  high  and  low,  to  bond  a 
That  none  may  fay,  ‘Mis  not 

4  <(  Ho  !  ev’ry  one  that 
“  Here’s  wine  and  milk,  and 
“  Come  now  to  me  and  d 
€i  *Tis  free  for  whofoever 


4  €i  Come  now  receive,  T  afl 
But  freely  give  it  all  away. 
To  all  that  do  my  word  bel 
$9  And  freely  now  my  grace 


3 


God  blejfedfor  all 

FSSED  be  God  for  all, 

For  all  things  here  below  ; 


HYMN  LXXXIIt 
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For  pain,  and*' grief,  and  joy,  and 
To  my  advantage  grow. 

C  BlefTed  be  God  for  fhame, 

For  flander  and  difgrace, 

Welcome-  repr  >ach  for  Jefus’  name. 
Like  Hint,  Lord  fet  my  face. 

3  Bleifed  be  God  for.  lofs, 

For  lofs  of  earthly  things  ; 

For  ev’ry  fcourge  and  ev’ry  crofs, 

Me  nearer  Jefus  brings. 

4  BlefTed  be  God  for  want. 

For  want  of  health  and  food  ; 

I  live  by  Luth  and  fcorn  to  faint, 

For  all  things  work  for  good, 

♦ 

BlefTed  be  God  for  pain, 

Which  tears  my.flefh  like  thorns 
It  crucifies  nr/  carnal  mind, 

ToGod  my  foul  returns. 

5  Bleifed  be  God  for  doubts. 

Which  he  hath  overcome  ; 

My  foul  in  full  affurance  fhouts 
Of  being  foon  at  home. 

y  Elefed  be  God  for  fears 
Of  fin  and  death  and  hell  ; 

When  C hri ff  who  is  my  life  appears 
In  glory  I  Stall  dwell. 

„  i  ’  ■  * . 

8  BlefTed  be  God  for  friends, 

BlefTed  be  God  for  foes  ; 

BleiTeo  be  God  who  fie  gracious-  ends , 
No  finite  creature*  know.'?,  ' 
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9  Blefsed  be  God  for  life, 

Blefled  be  God  for  death, 

Blefled  be  God  for  joy  and  grief  ; 

J  welcome  all  thro’  faith. 

HYMN  LXXXIV* 

Chrift  the  all -fuffic lent  Saviour « 

JAM  that  I  am, 

faith  Chrifl  the  dear  Lamb., 

What  think  ye,  dinners, 
of  this  wcnd’rous  name  ) 

2  If  now  yon  enquire 
with  earned;  defire 
And  fay  O  to  know  him 
our  hearts  are  on  fire— 

3  My  mailer  raphes, 

I  am  will  fuffice 
Thv  wants,  O  poor  (inner., 
who  unto  him  flies. 

4  I  am  to  the  blind 

the  light  of  their  mind  ; 

And  feet  to  the  cripple, 

and  flrength  fhall  thev  find, 

O  j 

5  I y<n  is  thy  grief, 

I  am  thy  relief ; 

A  Saviour  I  am,  to 
poor  finners  the  chief* 

■  V 

6  O  finners,  give  ear, 
what  tulnefs  is  here  ? 

O  1  who  would  not  come  to 
a  Saviour  fodear. 


I 
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7  He  Taw,  from  his  throne, 


‘3 


poor  limners  undone  ; 

And  their  lives  to.rah.fom,, 
he  gave  up  his  own. 

8  He  came  from  above 
the  caufe  to  remove  ; 

And  yet  (hall  we  (light  filch 
unfpeakable  love  l 


g  If  we  like  the  jews, 
his  k  indue  is  retufe, 

'Xis  plain  that  deftrudtion 
we  w ili nil y  chufe. 

20  But  o  !  ye  opprefs’d, 
whom  fin  hath  diftrefs  d, 
f’on' c,  come  unto  Jems* 
ar,d  you  ftsaU  have  mi, 

it  Metliinks  cne  doth  cry,  - 
«  fuch  dinner  am  I, 

I  dare  tint,  I  dare  not. 
to  lefuB  draw  nigh,' 

v  ff 1  hnfwers  again, 

“  thy  doubting  refrain  ; 
Coroo5  come  unto  me,  and 
« 4  flip u r ge  e v  r y  (lain . 


<u 


/~v 


-rWhat’er  is  thy  cafe, 

4  come  now  and  embrace 


My  purchas’d  falvation, 


:t  Slid  thou  Khah  have  peace. 

H  Y  M  N  LXXXV. 

7  he  vianderfog  Pilgrim. 

•fr  -v  t  am  n'liu^Fil^rinJ^iMowxniBjiCritiiu^., 

i/  V  Weak  and  tempted  Jambs  ot  'Cbrift» 


-  '0. 
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Who  endure  great  tribulation, 

And  with  fins  are  much  dift  refs  hi  $ 

Chrift  has  f exit  me  to  invite  you 
To  a  rich  and  coftly  feaft  ; 

Let  not  fname  nor  pride  prevent  yo 
Come  the  fweet  provifion-tafte* 

2  If  yon  have  a*  heart  lamenting, 

And  bemoan  your  wrethched  cafe 

Come  to  Jefus  Chrift  repenting, 

He  will  give  yon  gofpel  grace  i 

If  you  want  a  heart  to  fear  him, 

Love  and  ferve  him  all  your  days. 

Only  come  to  Chrift  and  afk  him. 

He  wrll  guide  your  feet  always. ' 

3  If  your  heart  h  u nb elievi n g , 

Doubting  Jefus’  pard'ning  love, 

Lav  hard  by  Bcthefda  waiting, 

Till  the  troubled  waters  move  ; 

If  no  man  appears  to  help  you. 

All  their  efforts  prove  hut  talk  J; ~ 

Jefus,  Jefus  he  will  cleanfe  you. 

Rife  take  up  vour  bed  and  walk‘d 

4  If  like  Peter  you  are  finking, 

In  the  fea  of  unbelief  ; 

Wait  with  patience,  always  praying, 
Chrift  will  fend  you  fweet  relict  * 

He  will  give  you  grace  and  glory, 

All  your  wants  ill  all  be  fupply’d-, 

Gana’n,  Cana’n  lies  before  you, 

Rife  and  crofs  the  fwelling  tide, 

5  Death  fhall  not  deftroy  your  comfort, 
Chrift  fhall. guard  you  thro’  the  gloom* 

Down  he’ll  fend  a  heavily  comfort, 

To  convey  you  to  his  home  : 


SHSag : 
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There  you’ll  fpend  your  days  in  pleafure 
Free  from  ev’ry  want  and  care  ; 

Come,  O  come,  my  bleiTed  Saviour, 
J^aifl  my  .fpirit  would  be  there. 

%  HYM  N  LXXXVI. 

i ,  v 

The  Heavenly  Courtier o 

LET  Chrift  the  glor’ous  lover. 

Have  everlafting  praife  ; 

He  comes  lor  to  difcover 
The  riches  of  his  grace— 

He  comes  to  wretched  Tinners, 

To  woo  himfelf  a  bride  ; 

Refoivmg  for  to  win  her 
And  will  not  be  deny’d. 

2  Un w i  11  hi g  (lie  dr fcovers 
•Herfelr  for  to  deny, 

Tocaft  away  her  pleafures 
And  lay  her  honors  by — 

To  part  tr  ith  every  notion 

:r-naf  pans  r.cr  up  With  pride. 

And  fake  him  for  her  portion, 

And  be  his  loving  bride, 

3  He  Calls  aloud  unto  her, 

“  Piwfuc  your  ways  no  more  ;**" 

’  She  thinks  it  will  undo  her, 

To  part  w \ ill  all  her  (tore  ; 

.  She  willingly  refufes 
To  yield  unto  his  will. 

And  in  her  heart  (he  chufes  ^ 

Her  former  lovers  dill. 

4  She  bolts -the  door  uporyhim, 

And  bids  the  Lord,  depart  \ 

ST  will  not  ferve  his  honor* 

Nor  let  him  havener  heart  j 
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Yet  Jefus  loves  the  firmer, 

And  will  not  leave  the  door, 

Sut  cries  4 4  oh  wretched  creature  f 
“  Reject  my  grace  no  more. 

5  u  Behold  my  matchlefs  fulnefs  ! 
e(  Arife  and  let  me  in  ; 

' 4  How  can  you  be  fo  cruel 

To  bar  your  heart  with  fin  1 

**  If  calls  and  invitation, 

<<  Will  not  excite  ) cur  love, 
Prepare  for  condemnation, 

44  For  I  will  not  remove. ” 

6  He  then  difpHys  his  yow'r3 
By  an  almighty  word  ; , 

He  threatens  to  devour, 

And  fhews  a  flaming  fword  % 

She  now  begins  to  tremble 
At  what  (he  fees  and  hears  ; 

A  nd  fain  {he  wrou!d  be  humble, 
And  wafh  her  crimes  with  tears 

7  She  does  not  yet  difcover 
The  filth  of  her  in- fide  ; 

She  thinks  the  Lord  will  love  her  j, 
And  take  her  for  his  bride  ; 

But  like  refiner's  fire 

He* Larches  every  part  5 

•  Convi&ion.rlfes  higher. 

She  feels  a  troubled  heart. 

3  She  now  begins  to  languidly 
And  none  can  her  relieve, 

Her  heart  is  full  of  a-nguilh, 

To  find  (he  can’t  believe. 

Her  hopes  are  now  departed^ 

And  left  her  full  of  woe, 

1 


n 
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With  all  the  broken  hearted, 
She  cries  what  fliall  I  do  ? 


9  But  Jefus  has  compaflion, 
Still  moving  in  his  bread:. 
Intends  to  give  falvation, 

Unto  the  fouls  didrefs’d  ; 

One  glimpfe  ot  love  and  pow’i% 
Makes  her  forget  her  pain. 
She  cries,  oh  !  happy  hour. 

Is  this  the  lovel v  Lamb  ? 

a 


lo  Is  he  whom  I  rejefled, 
Stoop'd  down  to  me  fo  low  ? 
Goodnefs  but  unexpedled,  ^ 
U  hardly  can  be  true  ; 

And  ilil 3  fhe  cries  more  fervant, 

.  v  Lord  don’t  thy  mercy  hide, 
i/tay  1  become  a  fervant, 

And  hr  to  be  a  bride. 


3 1  1  he  marriage. is  made  ready, 
t  be  parties  are  agreed. 

The  holy  fori  of  David, 

And  Adam’s-  wretched  feed  ; 
Tht  tinner  is  attifkl, 

With  raiment  clean  and  white. 


1*1UI  VV  11 JL 

Her  fins  are  freely  pardon’d, 
And  IheYher  Lord’s  delight. 


22  They  eat  and  drink  together. 
And  mut’ally  embrace. 

Both  faints  and  angels  wonder, 
At  the  furp riling  grace  ; 

This  uni-on  ih all  continue, 
f  or  evermore  the  fame, 

And  nothing  part  afunder, 

The  chiiitiaii  and  the  Lam b» 


Oj-Pf-  . '  ■■ 

... 

‘ 
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HYMN  LXXXVII.  C.  M. 

‘  '•  »  t 

The  Slow  Traveller* 


Od  .  happy  fouls  how  faff  you  go, 
And  leave  me  here  behind  >  ° 
Don’t  flop  for  me,  for  now  I  fee 
The  Lord  is  jull  and  kind. 


2  Go  on,  go  on,  my  foul  fays  go P 
And  I  ll  come  after  you  ; 

I  ho  1  in  behind,  yet  I  can  finely 
I'll  fing  hofanna  too. 


HYMN  LXXXVII!  c.  IV 

■An  Invitation  to  Sinners , 

TfOME  to  the  glorious  gofpel-feaft 
Ho  evry  one  that  will  ! 


3  ?“?  ?,Ve  y°.u  that  you  may  rum 

An. d  keep  your  footfhps  right  ; 

1  ho’  faff  you  go,  and  I  follow, 

You  are  not  out  of  fight. 

4  When  you  get  to  thofe 
Ami  all  their  glories  fee  ; 

When  you  ^et  home,  your 
Then  look  you  out  for  me. 

5  For  I  will  come  fall  as  I  can. 

Along  the  way  I'll  fle^r  ; 

Lord  give  me  ftrength,  I  fhall  at 
Be  one  among  you  there, 

6  There  altogether  we  fhall  be,  " 

I  ogether  we  fhall  fing  ; 

Together  we  fhall  praife  our  God 
And  everlalling  king. 
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O  come,  ye  ftarving  fouls  and  tafte 
Thofc  joys  that  none  can  telL 

2  Arife  ye  mortals  that  are  fad 
And  bord’ring  on  defpair, 

Lo  then  is  balm  in  Gilead, 

And  a  Phyfician  there. 

3  Look  to  the  Saviour's  bleeding  fide,, 
Behold  the  purple  gore  ; 

It  was  for  wounded  fouls  die  di  d, 

The  fim-fiick  to  refiore. 

4  Behold  him  on  the  cur  fed  tree, , 

WLh  arms  extended  wide, 

•x  Tor  binners  lueh  as  you  and  me,, 

The  bleeding  Saviour  di  d. 

5  3Tis  fini fil’d  faid  his  dying  breath,. 
And  conqu  r’d  death  and  hell, 

That  Rebels  doom’d  to  endlefs  death, 
Might  in  iiis  bolom  dwell. 

6  Come  then  receive  his  grace  and  tell 
M  he  wonders  oi  bis  love  \ 

\  ill  we  arife  with  him  to  dwell, 

,n  the  bright  worlds  above 

M  Mo  fin  nor  toe  Ihiil  there  annoy, 

Or  wound  our  peacetul  bread  ; 

But  boundlefs  love,  immingled  joy, 

And  ever  lading  re  It, 


hymn  lxxxix.  c.  m. 

Farewell  to  all  but  Cht  ift* 
PAREVVELL  vain. world,  Ibid  adieu; 
C  Your  fdftnes  I  defipiie  , 


Your  hi 
Your - - 
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2  You  promife  happinefs  in  vain3 
Nor  can  you  fatisfy  ; 

Your  higheft  pleafures  turn  to  pairy 
And  all  your  treafures  die. 

3  Had  I  the  Indie?,  Eafl  and  Weft* 

And  riches  of  the  fea  ; 

Without  my  God  I  could  not  refly 
For  he  is  all  to  me. 

4  Then  let  my  foul  rife  far  above  1 
By  faith  I'll  take  my  wing, 

To  the  eternal  realms  of  love. 

Where  faints  and  angels  fmgo  . 

5  There’s  love  and  joy  that  will  not  waite. ;  ; 
There’s  treafures  that  endure  ; 

There’s  pleafure  that  will  always  laft, 

When  time  fhall  he  no  more. 

HYMN  XC,  C.  Mo 

.  A  ■  A  A  Aorning  Song . 

LOB  D,  in  the  morning  I  will  fend 
My  cries,  to  reach  thine  ear; 

Thou  art  my  father  and  my  friend, 

My  help  for  ever  near. 

2  O  lead  me,  keep  me  alt  this  day, 

Near  thee  inpertedl  peace  ; 

Help  me  to  watch,  to  watch  and  pray, 

To  pray  and  never  ceafc, 

3  I  know  my  roving  feet  will  err, 

IJnlefs  thou  be  my  gu  de  ; 

Warn  me  of-ev’ry  tot  and  inare, 

Anu  keep  me  near  thy  fide,  . 
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4  Then  (hall  I  pafsall  dangers  fafc; 

And  tread  the  tempter  down  ; 

j  ^  ^  my  hope,  joy  and  relief,, 

Shall  be  in  thee  alone. 

5  Then  let  my  moments  fmoothly  run, 

fmg  my  hours  away  ; 

*i  ill  ev’ning  (hades  and  felting  fun. 
Conclude  in  endlefs  day. 

HYMN  XCF.  C.  MB 

A  C rum  fcr  pilgrims  * 

O  on  ye  pilgrims,  while  below* 

In  the  fure  paths  of  peace  t 
Determin'd  nothing  elfe  to  know, 

But  Jtfus  and  his  grace, 

2  Ob.fe.rve  your  leader,  follow  him  \ 

He  thro’  this  world  has  been 
Often  revil’d;  but  like  a  Lamb- 
\ '  D 1  d  ns ‘er  rev i  1  e  again . 

w 

<3  O  take  the  pattern  he  has  giv5n; . 

And  }  ?ve  your  enemies  ; 

And  learn  the  only  way  to  heavm, , 
Thro’  fclf-tienial  lies. 

4  Kerne.*.  1  *cr  you  mu  ft  watch  and  pray,. 
While  journey ’ng  on  the  road  ; 

Aeft  you  fhou’d  tali  out  by  the  way. 

And  wound  the  caufe  ol  God, 

t:  Co  n  t c : .  i  fo  r  -n  o  thing  bu  t  the  f rn  it,, 

That  feeds  th*  immortal  mind  ; 

For  fnmlfefs  leaves  no  more  difpute, 

But  leave  them  .to  the  wind. 

% 

6  Goon  rejoicing  night  and  day. 

You  r  < :  ;• '  u.  a  i  s  j  v  t  be  tore  ; 
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Defy  the  trials  of  your  way. 
The  florin  will  foon  he  o’er. 


y  Then  you  {hall  reach  the  promis’d  land, 
With  all  the  ranfom’d  race, 

And  join  with  all  the  glor’ous  band, 

To  fing  redeeming  grace, 

H  Y  M  N  XC.II?  C.  Mo 

Longing  for  Qhrift . 


O  COULD  I  find  from  day  to  day, 

Then  fhould  my  hours  glide  fweet  aw« p 
And  live  upon  thy  word, 

2  Lord  “I  defire  with  thee  to  live 
Anew  from  day  to  day, 

In  joys  the  world,  can  never  give, 

Nor  never  take  away. 

3  O  Jefus  come  and  rule  my  heart. 

And  I’ll  be  wholly  thine  ; 

And  never,  never  more  depart, 

For  thou  art  wholly  mine. 

4  Thus  till  my  lad  expiring  breath, 

Thy  goodnefs  I’ll  adore  ^ 

And  when  my  flefh  dnlolvesin  death, 

My  foul  (hall  love  thee  more. 

5  Thro’  boundlefs  grace  I  then  ihall  f?end 
An  everlafling  day, 

In  the  embraces  of  my  friend, 

Who  took  my  guilt  away. 

6  That  wort!  y  name  .ihall  have  the  ;prailef 
To  who  ip  all  praile  is  due;  Y 

While; angels  and  archangels  gate,'  .  -  O 

On  fcencs  forever  new,  -  , 
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hymn  xciii.  c. 

The  Backjlidcr  returning, 

O  WH  AT  a  cruel  wretch  am  I, 
To  leave  my  Jefus  fo  ! 

And  now.  without  his  fmiles  I  lie. 
And  know  not  where  to  go. 

2  J  enjoy’d  his  fmi ling  face  3 

But  did  not  think  fo  foon, 

I  fhould  f. ' o  rnoiifnmp  in 

c^tt  xrry-  comforts  gone. 


-y-rirri 


3  Not  all  the  glories  of  this  earthy 

do  me  ahv  rood  : 

Ay  ion}  abhors  a]]  carnal  mirth. 

And  groans  to  find  my  God. 

4  O  nionld  J  fee  his  face  again, 

I  d  tell  himTI  mv  woe, 

G  onici  s  h o  w  go  i  h  v  T  h  •'  ve  b een 
lo  leave  my  Jvfus  fo. 

'  j“  V  -  A*  <*  ,  ,  X 

5  •  -}en  I. will  cl,arphim  in  mv  arms. 

And  he  fTiall  have  mv  heart  ; 

And  earth,  with  all  her  treach’rCu's  charms, 
forever  fliall  depart. 

H  Y  MN  XCIV. 

-  Hymn  oriBaptjfm,  by  Anna  Beaman  of  War¬ 
ren  in  Con  net;  hut  ;  compcfed  about  the  time  Jhe 
was  baptize  do  ■  W 

‘^TTC^HAT  think  yen,  mv  friends,  ©r 

VV  %  preaching  of  John  ? 

*Was  it  from’ h  a  ven,  or  was  it  of  men  r 

We  hear  him  declartrf^  gfed  tidings  of  perf-cey'' 

reclaiming  a  Jublce,  ?  }  ear  of  rcleafe. 


it'.  ’V 
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2  The  law  and  the  prophets  continu’d  till  John, 
Our  Saviour  hath  told  us  when  gofpel  began  ; 
And  fince  that  God’s,  kingdom  is  preach’d  faith 
the  word, 

And  all  men  prefs  in  who  have  faith  in  our  Lord, 


|  The  firft  of  the  gofpel,  the  dawn  of  the  day,. 

1  he  voice  of  one  crying  prepare  ye  the.  way  ;  ' 
Bring  forth  your  repentance,  ye  viperous  breed. 
And  think  not  to  fay  ye  are  Abraham’s  feed, 

4  A  new  difpenfation  to  them  he. declares, 

And  preaches  repentance,  to  Abraham’s  heirs  ; 
The  children  of  Abraham’s  natural  feed 
Found  they  had  no  right  his  baptifm  to  plead. 


5  But  when  he'perceived  repentance  wastheir’s> 
Then  he  gave  baptifm  to  Abraham’s  heirs  ; 
Thofe.whohad  been  fealed  to  covenant  things, 
We  find  him  baptiiing  confefiing  th;ir  tins. 

6  He  tells  them  their  Saviour  is  already  here,  • 
And  while  he’s  baptiiing  our  Lord  doth  appear 
For  to  be  baptis’d,  John  fhrinks^atjJ^^^iis:.  _ 
And  owns  he  had  need  to  receive  it  fr(  ■  him, 

T  Bud  when  he  informed  it  was  his;rS[ueft, 

He  freely  baptis’d  him  as  he  did  the  re4f  ;  '■ 

And  this  inflitution  was  own’d  from  above, 
i  he  fpirit  of  God  was  fent  down  like  a  dove? 


8  And  his  fweet  eximp’e  is  left  on  record,'  ' 
Whoever  fteps  in  they  will  find  a  reward g 
They’ll  find  pea*&  of  confcicnce  and  fo/  ia  the 

r  *  J  J 

lame, 

Y’V  rien  tney  are  oap'iie.l  in  Je-fus’  own  na;;i.r. 

9  7  Eunuch  we  find  was  in  ha%  V«  rsceivs 

water  baptifm,  when  he  did  believe  ; 

•  K  '  ■ 
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He  went  on  bis  way  rejoicing  in  God* 

W  hiic  thofe  that-rebel  mu  ft  be  tafting  his  rod. 

io  1  he  friends  of  Cornelius  who  heard  Peter's 
word 

Bedev’d  and  receiv'd  the  feal  of  the  Lord, 
i  he  floiy  Ghoft  fell ,  then  their  joys  did  atife, 
Aiid  Peter  commands  that  they  fhouid  be, baptis’d* 

•ii  Saint  Paul’s  great  converfi on  he.  found  in  the 
way 

The  light  which  (hone  round  him  exceeded  the  day 
Then  he  was  three  days, neither  drank  nor  did  eat 
l  et  he  was  baptis’d  before  he  took  meat. 

r2  We  re  ad  that  where  thousands  believ’d  in  a  day 
That  they  were  baptifed  without  a  delay  : 

The  heufe  effhc  jailor  believ’d  in  the  nighty 
And  they  were  baptifed  before  it  was  light. 

rg  Forbear  then  to  cenfure  my  being  in  hafte. 
Or  (hew  me  an  inftance  where  it  was  the  cafep 
phi  at  primitive  Chriftians  defered  the  thing, 

I  anfwer  thyAThTcTc  :Tce~ to- J eh is  my  King. 

:  j  Hi  tell  you  how  gofpel  appears  unto  me,' 

.  "  pray  to  kind  heaven  that  you  all  may  fee  ; 

A  t:  the  wile  and  th’  prudent  his  hid  from  their 
eves,  [prize. 

hV file  the  babes  of  the  kingdom  rejoice  in  the 

'  v  Some  call  it  baptifm  and  think  it  will  (land. 
Aw  drops  of  water  clropt  from  a  man’s  hand, 
Jn  tlh  face  of  the  infant,  who’s  under  the  curie , 
But  we  find  no  feripture  which  proves  it  to  us. 

1 5  For  there’s  no  being  bury’d  with  Chritl  in 
this  cafe, 

per  T  •: r d 9 rt  o r  i 7 1 1 o n  w  a s  Job n ’ s  cli o fe n  p l a -c e  t 
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Oiir  Lord  in  a  fountain*  John  did  him  baptise* 
And  Chrift’s  fweet  example  we  honor  and  prize* 


HYMN  XCV. 


The  Complalner  reformed . 


I  SET  myfelf  a^ainfl  the  Lord, 
Defpif’d  his  fpirii  and  his  wore 
And  willed  to  take  his  place  ; 

It  vex’d  me  fore  that  I  mud;  die. 

And  peri Ih  too  eternally, 

Or  elfe  be  fav’d  by  grace., 


2  Of  every  preacher  I’d  complain, 

One  fpoke  thro’  pride*  and  one  for  gain/ 
Another’s  learning’s  final!  ; 

This  Ipoke  too  fail  and  that  too  flow, 
One  pray’d  too  loud,  and  one  too  lew 
The  others  had  no  call. 


3  With  no  profeflbrs  could  I  join* 

Some  drefs’d  too  mean*  a nd  fb m e  t o o  5 ; \ ■ 
And  fome  did  talk  too  long  ; 

Some  had  a  tone,  fome  had  noniFt, 
Some,  talk’d  fo  weak  and  fome  fo  fvvif: 
That  all.  of  them  were  avron?, 


o 


4-  I  toot’  they’d  better  keep  at  home, 
Than  to  exhort  where’er  they  come, 
And  tell  us  of  their  joys  ;  * 

They’d  better  keep  their  gardens  free 
Fra  n  weeds,  than  to  examine  me, 
And  vex,  me  with  their  noife. 


5  Kindred  and  neighbors  all  were  bad, 
And  no  true  friends  for  to  be  bad — * 

My  rulers  too  were  vile  : 
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At  length  I  was  brought-  for  to  fee, 

The  fault  did  moftly  lie  in  me, 

'  And  had  done  all  the  while. 

ij_  ^  ^ie  horrid  loads  of  guilt  and  fhame* 
(Being  confcious  too  I  was  to  blame,) 
Did  wound  my  frighted  foul  ; 

• ' ve  film'd  fo  much  again  ft  my  Go 
1  ’m  e mill’d  fo  low  beneath  his  rod,  * 
ilovv  can  I  be  made  whole. 

7  But  there  is  Balm  in  Gilead, 
u:  f.  a  phyfeian  to  be  had, 

A  ball  too  in  oft  free  ; 

Dniy  believe  on  God’s  dear  forr, 

J-  fro'  hum  the  victory  is  wen, 

■  Chrii]  Jefiis  di  VI  for  me. 

h  For  Ch rift’s  free  love’s  a  botindlefs  fea  $ 
W  ■  .at  1  to  expire  for  fuch  as  me  ? 

Yes  his  a  truth  divine  ; 

My  heart  did  melt,  my  foul  o’er  rim 
With  love;  to  fee  what  God  hath  done 
For  fouls,  as  mean  as  mine. 

9  Now  I  can  hear  a  child  proclaim 
The  joyful  news,  and  praife  the  name 

pi  Jcfus  (Thrift,  my  king  } 

).  know  no  fed:,  Chriftians  are  one, 

With  my  complaints  I  now  have  done, 
And  God’s  free  Grace  I  fing. 

10  Glory  to  him  who  gave  his  fon, 

To  die  ior  crimes  which  we  bad  done, 

And  made  fulvation  mine  ; 

For  as  we’d  fold -ourfelves  for  nought, 

Sp  without  money  we  are  bought, 

A  bit  fed  truth  di vine* 


•V  ■  ,  .k. 
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ii  Come  faints,  rejoice  in  Chrift’ your  king, 
His  folemn  praifes  fweetly  fing, 

.  And  tell  the  world  bis  love  ; 

Sinners  invite  for  to  receive 
Oi  God’s  free  grace  and  not  to  grieve 
The  holy  facred  dove* 


12  All  thofe  who  do  an  intereft  gain. 
In  th’  blelied  lamb  that  once  was  (lain, 
^  Will  furel.y  happy  be  ; 

Their  loud  hofannas  they  fhall  raife, 

A  monument  of  God’s  high  praife. 

To  all  eternity*  .  • 


HYMN  XCVL  C.  M, 

Thi  believer  s  haptifm,  dif covered  from  ihe  dnlS 


jEAR  Chriftian  friends,  come  we  will  go. 
'  And  fearch  the  ark  with  care  j  ' 

A  type  of  baptifm  you  know  « 

We’ll  fearch  for  infants  there.  .  ;  . 


2  This  figure  fignifies  the  whole. 
There’s  juft  fo  many  here, 

As  did  come  in  at  Noah’s  call—* 
As  did  the  deluge  fear.  . 


3  Here  s  Noah  s  ions  and  his  foils  wives. - 
But  if  they’d  inlant  feed, 

They  in  the  deluge  loft  their  lives, 

Eight  fouls  were  fav’d  we  read. 


4  As  they  are  cover’d  In  the  ark, 
i  t  fignifies  the  fame, 

As  being  bury’d  in  the  Lord, 
/There  water  covers  them. 

K  2 
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5  This  man’s  a  type  of  Jefns  Chrift, 

His  ark,  of  gofpel  grace, 

And  thofe  who  made  the  happy  choice, 

Found  fafety  in  the  place, 

6  They  turn’d  their  backs  on  worldly  tliinpf* 
And  here  their  fafety  feel, 

So  Gentiles  fhould  forfake  their  fins, 

And  then  receive  the  feah 

7  Thus  we  have  fearch’d  the  ark  around. 

And  find  no  infants  there  ; 

If  there  are  any  to  be  found, 

We  wifh  to  afk  you  where. 


We  wifh  in  this  you’d  help  our  minds, 
We* can  no  farther  go, 

Welfare  mot  add  to  facred  lines, 

For  there’s  a. dreadful  woe. 

Our  chHdren’s  wants  we  mean  to  plea: 
Their  need  of  grace  we  feel, 

But  dare  not  call  them  Abra’am’s  feed. 
Nor  feal  them  with  his  feal. 


io  The  feal  of  promife  can’t  be  their’s. 
While  bound  beneath  the  curfe, 
Gentiles  can  ne’er  be  Abra’am’s  heirs, 

Tj  U  %h  ey  i  n;  J  e  fu  s  t r uft . 

j  i  Read  the  commiflionof  our  Lord, 

To  hits  deciples  giv’n  ; 

A  fweet  and  fokinn  binding  word. 

Juft  as  he  went  to  heav’n. 

i 2  Go  forth,  my  friends,  all  nations  teach; 

When  taught,  you  may  baptize, 
p,bfervc  my  words  where’er  you  go. 
Nothing  of  mine  dcfgifc. 
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23  Dear  teachers  all  1  pray  attend* 
And  mark  his  promife  here  ; 


14  But  if  you  turn  his  word  around. 
Baptize  before  you  teach, 

His  blefTed  caufe  I  tear  you’ll  wound, . 

Take  heed  I  do  befeech. 

15  Take  not  the  name  of  God  in  vain,  ... 
On  thofe  without  the  ark, 

Chrid  jefus  knows  his  own  by  name. 

By  aneternal  mark. 

16  Thefe  fealing  marks  pray  don't  convey, 
Nor  mark  your  goats  for  (heep  ; 

But  look  to  Jefus,  he’s  the  way, 

His  precepts  always  keep. 


HYMN  XCVIL  L.  MV 
On  IfraiV s  fall, 

OESit  not  grief  and  wonder  trumr. 
To  think  of  Ifrael’s  dreadful  tall j, 


Who  needed  miracles  to  prove, 

Whether  the  Lord  was  God  or  Baal  l 

2  Methinks  I  fee.  El  I) all  (land, 

His  features  glow  with  love  and  zeal3 
In  faith  and  pray’r  he  lifts  his  hand, 

And  makes  to  heav’n  his  great  appedh 

3-  Oh  God,  if  I  thy  fervant  am, 

II  his  thy  meffage  fills  my  hearty 
Tow  glorify  thy  holy  name, 

And  fhew  this  people  who  thou  art. 
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4  He  fpake  ana  lo  !  a  fudden  flame, 

_  Con  fum’d  the  wood,  the  dull,  the  ftone, 
I  he  people  flfuek  at  once  proclaim, 

I  ns  Loia  is  God,  the  Lord  alone.’1’ 

5  Hike  him  we  mourn  an  awful  day, 

.r  ."^^"hcn  ^or  Baal  than  God  appears, 
Hike  him,  believers,  let  us  pray. 

And  may  the  God  of  ITrad  hear. 

6  Lord  if  thy  fervant  fpeaks  the  truth, 

If  he  indeed  is  fen  t  by  thee. 

Confirm  the  word  to  all  our  youth, 

And  let  them  thy  falvation  fee. 

1.  Now.  may  the  fpirits3  holy  fire. 

Pierce  ev’ry  heart  that  hears  thy  word, 
Gonfprne  each  hurtful  vain  defire, 

And  make  them  know  thou  art  the  Lord. 

■  HYMN  XCVIII.  CvlVL 

Jhe  Coronation  of  Chrifl a 

'ff  faii  the  pow’r  of  jefus*  name^ 

<  *  *  ».  i  ^  ^  angels  proflrate  fall  * 

jrinhe  fdrffi'Cfee  royal  diadem. 

And  cfown  him  Lord  ofalL  * 

3  Crc  vm  him  ye  martyrs  of  our  GoJ> 

Who  from  the  altar  call, 

.‘Extol  the  ue-m  of  Jeffe’s  rod <> 

And  crovi  n  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  *  d  c  ho  fen  feed  of  Ifr’el’s  race, 

A  A  remnaHt  weak  and  fmall, 

H,ad  hi  m  who  fa  yes  you  by  his  grace, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Te  Gentile  finners,  ne’er  forgety 

The  \v  q rm tv t>3 d  ah d  t he  1  L°  • 


% 
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Go  fpread  your  trophies  at  his  feet. 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all* 

5  Babes,  men  and  firs,  who  know  his  love, 
Who  feel  your  Jin  and  thrall, 

Now  joy  with  all  the  hoft  above, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

6  Let  etr'ry -kindred,  ev’ry  tongue. 

On  this  terreftrial  ball. 

To  him  all  majeity  afcribe, 

And  crown  him  Lord  ol  all. 

n  O  that  with  yonder  facred  throng, 

We  at  his  feet  mav  fall. 

We’ll  join  the  everlailing  long. 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

HYMN  XCIX 


The' Preacher's  Farewell 

1DRETHREN  I  bid  you  all  farewell; 
JL J  And  from  my  very  heart, 
AfFedlionately  I  do  tell, 

That  you  and  I  muft  part. 

2  And  if  1  fee  von  not  a  sain, . 

,  i  truft  that  I  can  fay. 

My  labor  (hall  not  be  in<  vain 
That  I  have  fpe nt 

3  I  trud  I  can  to  record*  calf. 

All  you  .that  hear  me.  now,  - 

I  have  declar’d  God’s  all, 

As  he  did  me  endow, 

I  now  depart,  I  'leave  you  here, 

I  leave  you  with  the  Lord, . 


$ 
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And  may  we  all  henceforth  appear* 

To  be  of  one  accord. 

5  And  if  we  never  meet  again* 

While  we  on  earth  remain, 

O  may  we  meet  on  Cana’n’s  ffrore* 

And  never  part  again. 

6  There  we  fhall  join  to  fing  God’s  praife* 
And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

And  triumph  in  his  holy  ways* 

So  brethren  fare  you  well. 

HYMN  a  .  ^ 

*The  Chrlfiian  3 s  warrant* 

^T^H.O’  troubles  afl'ail  and  dangers  affright, 
J.  Tho’  friends  aii  fcouid  fail  and  foes  all 

‘unite,-' 

"Yet  one  thing  fecures  us  whatever  betide, 

The  promifcf  a  fibres  us  the  Lord  will  provide. 

'Y  Thebirds  without  barn  or  ftore-houfe  are  fei 
hrom  them  let  us  learn  to  trufi  in  our  head  ; 

II -f?  faints,  what  Is  fitting  fhall  ne’er  be  deny’d, 
So  long  as  it’s  written  the  Lord  will  provide. 

?  A!  tnsy.,  like  ihips,  by  tempeft,  be  toil 
P c / VI o tis  deeps,  but  fhall  not  be  loft  ; 

’  enrages  the  wind  and  the  tide, 

Icrip tore  engages  the  Lord  will  provide. 

as  c a •;  1  v/efl  obey,  like  Abra’am  of  old, 
knew  not  the  way,  but  faith  makes  us 'bold 
:L  o’  we  are  ftxangers  we  have  a  fibre. gyiidi 
t;  ini  in  all  dangers,  the  Lord  will  provide, 

yC  W  hen  fa  tan  appears  to  flop  up  the  path, 

Aadnils  us  iea^s,-  wb’ll  triumph  by 


.*V 
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He  cannot  take  from  us(tho’oft  he  has  try’d) 
This  heart-cheering  promife^  the  Lord  will  pro¬ 
vide. 

6  He  tells  us  we’re  weak,  our  hope  is  in  vain* 
The  good  that  we  feek  we  rie’er  fhali  obtain  ; 
But  when  fuch  fuggeflions  our  graces  have  tr/’d. 
This  anfwerS  all  que(lions,the  Lord  will  provide* 

7  No  ftrength  of  our  own, or  goodnefs  we  claim* 
Our  trull  is  all  thrown  on  Jehus’  own  ngthe  ; 

In  this  our  flrong  tower,  lor  fafety  we'  hide. 

The  Lord  is  our  power*  the  Lord  will  provided 

8  When  life  finks  apace  and  death  is  in  view. 
The  word  of  hts  grace  (hall  cornlortatL^o* 
Nor  fearing  nor  doubting  with  ChriTon  cur  ftder, 
We  hope  to  die  (homing,  the  Lord  wilbprovlT, 

H  Y  M  N  CL 

The  attraction  off  hi  Crofs — J  ohn  xii. 

ONDER — amazing  fight  !  I  fee 
Th’  incarnate  fon  of  God^ 

Expiring  on  th’  accui  fed  treep 
.  And  welt’ring  in  his  blood*  h  • 

2  Behold  a  purple  torrent  run 
Down  from  his  hands  and  head  ! 

The  crimfon  tide  puts  out  the  fun—  • 

His  groans  awake  the  dead. 

3  The  trembling  earth,  the  dearkerfd  fgV, 

Proclaim  the  trutliaibudj  . 

And  with  th’  amaz’d  Centur’an  erv 
u  This  is  the  fon  of  God.” 

4  So  great,  fo  vafl  a  facrihcep 
May  well  .my  hope  revive  ; 
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If  God’s  own  fon  thus  bleeds  and  dies- 
The  (inner  fure  may  live. 

5  O  that  thefe  cords  of  love  divine. 

Might  draw  me,  Lord,  to  thee  1 
Thou  haft  my  heart,  it  (hall  be  thine, 

Thine  it  (hall  ever  be. 

HYMN  CII. 

’ions  Promifes, — 2  Peter,  ill.  4, 

firm  a  foundation, ye  faints  of  the  Lord 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word  ? 
more  can  he  fay  than  to  you  he  hath  faid 
f  ou  who  unto  Jefus  for  refuge  have  fled  ? 

vln  eyVy  condition,  in  ficknefs,  in  health. 

In  poverty's  vale  or  abounding  in  wealth, 

At  nornc  and  abroad,  on  the  land,  on  the  fea, 
Aotcy  ,  xnay-  all  thy  ftrength 

e’rebc. 


■1 

j 


Pear  not,  I  am..- .with  thee,  G  be  not  diftnay’d, 
f  ;  I  am  thy  God  and  will  ftill  give  thee  aid  ; 
ITi  ftrengtheii  thee,  help  thee  and  caufe  thee  to 

ftand,  ■ 

Upheld  by  my  right’ous,  omnipotent  hand. 

When  thro'  the  deep  waters  f  call  thee  to  go, 
hf-  rivers  of  woe  dial!  not  thee  o’erflow, 

will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  blefs? 
6Hfy  to  thee  thy  deepeft  di  ft  refs.  . 

When  thro’  (i’ry  trials  thy  path- way  (hall  lie, 
grace  all  fufheient  (hall  be  thy  fupply  ; 
c  (lames’ (haft  no'  hhrt  thee,  I  only  deign 

t  lo  oonfunle,  and  thy  gold  to  refine: ;  • 


rv** 
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i?  Even  (Sown  to  old  age,  all  my  people  ihali 
prove 

Vly  fovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love. 

And  when  hoary  hairs  fhall  their  temples  addrn, 
C/ike  lambs  they  fhall  ftill  in  my  bofom  be  bo-** 

f  The  foul  that  on  Jefus  hath  lean’d 
will  not,  I  will  not  defert  to  his  foes  ; 

That  foul,  tho*  all  hell  fhould  endeavour  t 
i’11  never— no  never — no  never  forfake. 


HYMN  CIXI.  C.  Mo 

i  Pleading  with  God  under  affU  fihn* 

WHY  fhould  a  living  man  complain 
Of  deep  diftrefs  within  ; 

Mnce  ev’ry  figh  and  ev’ry  pain, 

Is  but  the  fruit  of  fin. 

No  Lord,  I’ll  patiently  fubmit* 

Nor  never  dare  rebel  ; 
fet  fure  I  may  here  at  thy 
My  painful  feelings  tell. 

*  Thou  feeft  what  floods  of  f 
And  beat  upon  my  foul ; 

One  trouble  to  another  cries. 

Billows  on  billows  roll. 

4  From  fear  to  hope  and  hope  to 
My  Shipwreck’d  foul  is  toft, 

’Till-  I  am  tempted  in  defpair, 

To  give  up  all  for  loft. 

5  Yet  thro’  the  ftormy  clouds  I'll 
Once  more  to  thee,  my  God 
O  fix  in  y  fot i  1  upon  a  rock , 

Beyond  the  raging  flood. 


J.L  * 
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6  One  look  of  mercy  from  thy  fac 
Would  let  my  heart  at  cafe, 

One  all  creatine  'word  of  grace 
Will  make  the  tempelUeafe’. 

HYMN  CIV, 

*  t  '*  •  t  +>■  ■  ».  •  ,  ■' 

The  Gojpsl  Trumpet. 

ARIC,  howthegofpe]  trumpet  founds^ 
Thro*  ah  the  world  the  echo  bounds 
And  Jefus.Chrifhs  redeemingblood 
3s  Bringing  dinners  home  to  God* 

And  guides  them  fafely  by  his  word 
id  verxiiefs  dzy. 


Hail  rail  yjetorous  con  qu ’ring  Lord, 
y.  all  the  beay’nly  hofts  ador’d, 

-  Bo  undertook,  for  fallen  man. 

And  bro't  falvation  thro’  thy  name, 

with  tW-e.. might  live  and  reign  . 
endlcfs  day. 

ye  co-nqu’ring  faints,  hght  err 
n  tne  conqucfl  you  have  won, 
of  vidl’ry  you  fhall  bear 
kingdom  have  a  {bare, 
of  glory  you  fhall  wear 
gndlcfs  day. 

mod,  dear  Jefus,  once  was  fpilt,  . 
Ur  fouls'Brom  fin  and  guilt  *2  . 
rs  now  may  come  to  God7  /  H 
falvation  through  Iris  word- 
ith  upon.,  t  J  *  at  flood, 
day.v 
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5  Thro3  ftorms  and  calms  by  faith  we  fleer 
By  feeble  hopes  and  gloomy  fears, 

"Till  we  arrive  at  CanaVs  fhdrre,* 

Where  fin  and  forrow  are  no  more, 

W e  fhout  otfr  trials  there  all  o’er 
to  endlefs  day..  1 

6  Then  we  fhall  in  fweet  chorus  join 
With  faints  and  angels  all  combine. 

To  fmg  of  his  redeeming  love, 

When  rolling  years  fhall  ceafe  to  move, 
And  this  fhall  be  our  theme  above 

in  endlefs  day. 

.  -J+f*  *  '*  i  ■ 

HYMN"  CV.  C.  M. 


A  word  of  comfort  to  the  lambs  of  Choyd ■■ 

BLESS’D  be  my  God  that  I  was  be, if 
^  To  hear  the  joyful  found  ;  -  -  *  - 

•'d  hat  I  was  born  to  be  bap  Liz, d, 

Where  gofpel  truths  abound.  A 


2  Blefs’d  be  my  God  for  what  I  fee:  - 
My  God  for  what  I  hear  ; 

1  Hear  Inch  bleffed  news  from  heav’n 
Not  earth  nor  hell  I  fear. 

3  I  hear  my  Lord  for  me  wasbofh,  • 

^  My  Lord  for  me  did  die, 

My  Lord  for  me  did  rife  again,  .  -  AW  V 


And  did  atcend  on  high,  - 

O 


4  *On  high  he  hands-  to  .plead  my  cau'&d 
Arvi  wi  Upturn  again,.,  .; 

j;l&f  Jouk  'throne,  "  * 
f  uat  l  may  with  him  reighv  -  Ctjyv 

5  Glory...  to  God  the  fat  he 
r^r  to  Ghd-  the  .“Son, 


I24  Divine 

Glory  to  God  the  holy  ghoft. 

Glory  to  God  alone. 

HYMN  CVL 

Soul  thirling  for  heaven, 

STILL  out  of  the  deepeftabyfs 
Of  trouble  I  mournfully  cry  \ 
And  pine  to  recover  my  peace. 

And  fee  my  redeemer  and  die. 
a  cannot,  I  cannot  forbear 
Tliefe  paftionate  longings  for  home  ; 
!  when  fhall  my  fpirit  be  there  ; 

O  !  when  will  the  melfenger  come. 


Thynatjute  I  long  to  put  on, 
hine  image  on  earth  to  regain  ; 

he  grave  to  lay  down, 
i  of  body  and  pain, 
y  draw  near, 
to  deep  on  thy  bread, 
refeii?,  appear, 
ir  me  into  thy  reft. 

poor  fugitive  in 
arms  of  thy  mercy  difplay, 
And  give  me  to  reft  from  all  fin, 

And  bear  me  triumphant  away  \ 
Away  from  the  world  of  diftrefb, 

Away  to  the  manfions  above  \ 

A  heavep  of  feeing  thy  face** 

A  heaven  of  feeling  tby  love. 

HYMN  CVII.  L.  ME 

Not  ajhm'd  of  yefiit* 

,  and  (hall  it  ever  be, 

A  -mortal  man  afham’d  of  thee  i 
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Afliam’d  of  thee  whom  angels  praife  ; 
Whofe  glories  fhine  thro’  endlcfs  days. 

2  Afham’dof  Jefus  ?  fooner  far, 
Letev’ning  blufh  to  own  a  fiar  ; 

He  filed  the  beams  of  light  divine* 

O’er  this  benighted  foul  of  mine. 

3  Aiham’d  of  jellis  ?  juft  as  foon* 

Let  midnight  be  afham’d  of  noon  ; 

*Tis  midnight  with  my  foul  ’til  he 
Bright  morning  ftar,  bids  darknefs  flee. 

4.  Afham’d  of  Jefus,  that  dear  friend , 
On  whom  my  hopes  for  heav’n  depend  ? 
No,  when  I  blufh  be  this  my  (hame, 

That  I  no  more  adore  his  name. 

*  .......  . 

5  Afham’d  of  Jefus  ?  yes  I  may* 

When  I  Va  no  guilt  to  walh  awa 
No  tears  to  wipe,  no  good  to  era 
No  Year  of  hell,  no  foul  to  fave. 


6  Till  then,  nor  is  my  boafiing 
Till  then  I  bdafl  a  Saviour  fiai 
And  now  may  this  my  glory 
That  Chrift  is  not  afham’d  of 

7  His  inftitutions  will  I  prize, 

Take  up  the  crofs,  the  fhame  dc 
Dare  to  defend  his  noble  caufe, 
And  yield  obed’ence  to  his  laws. 


HYMN  CVil  I, ' ' 

tifrn ,  believers  only  have  a  right  to 

John  tho’  a  man,  baptiz  ing  bega 
Believers  in  Jordan  con  felling  t] 
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^  Phe  Pirarifees  came  in  Abraham’s  name, 

I*or  to  be  baptized,  and  laid  in  their  claim. 

3  You  vipers  faid  he,  who  warn’d  you  to  flee  ; 
Bring  forth  your  repentance  that  fruits  we  may  fee 

4  And  think  not  indeed  that  you  are  Abraham’s 

feed, 

And  fo  for  baptifm  have  a  right  for  to  plead. 

5  By^this  we  may  fee,  baptifm  to  be, 

For  none  but  believers  a  privilege  free. 

6  Chrift  Jefus  by  name,  from  Galilee  came, 

For  to  be  baptized,  and  was  not  afhanTd, 

7  John  to  him  did  fay,  why  com ’ft  thou  to  me, 
For  I  have  need  to  be  baptized  of  thee. 

o  fuifer,  it  fo,  for ’t  becomes  us  to  fhow, 
il  right ’ous  obed’ence  where  ever  we  go. 

right  was  perform’d  and  Jefus  return’d, 

? fling  of  th’  father  came  down  on  the  Soil'* 

2?  o  The  fpirit  of  God  descends  like  a  dove 
And  lights  on  our  Saviour  in  tokens  of  love. 

By  this  we  may  fee,  the  whole  trinity, 

[to  .our  baptifm  doth  jointly  agree. 

We’ll  not  be  afham’d  of  Jefus  Chrift’s  name 
’s  precious  unto  us  tho’  finners  blafpheme. 

53  We’ir  follow  the  Lord  in  his  holy  word,. 
Obed’ence  unfj  him  great  comiorts  afford. 

14  We’ll  follow  him  down  to  the  waters  we’rc 
bound  ; 

fmtfers  fee  what  an  example  we’ve  found. 

eweil  to  my  friends,  farewell  to  my  toes/ 
ell  to  this  vain  world  wherein  for  row  grows 
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HYMN,  CIX  C  M. 

Godly for  row ,  arljingfrom  the  Juffe  rings  of  ChrifL 

AL  AS  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  ? 

And  did  my  fov’reign  die  ? 

Would  he  devote  that  facred  head 
For  fuch  a  worm  as  I  ? 

CHORUS. 

Thanks  to  the  Lamb,  the  loving  Lambp  ’* 
Whodi’don  Calvary  ; 

The  Lamb  was  flam  from  heaven  he  catnep 
To  bleed  and  die  for  me  : 

The  Lamb  was  flain,  yet  lives  again. 

To  intercede  for  me. 

2  [Thy  body  flain,  fweet  Jefus  thme5 
And  bath’d  in  its  own  blood, 

While  all  expof’d  to  wrath  divine., 

The  glor’ous  fufFrer  flood. J 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done;, 

He  groan’d  upon  the  tree  ? 

Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown  ! 

And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

4  Well  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  hide; 

And  (hut  his  glories  in, 

When  God  the  mighty  maker  dr’d 
For  man  the  creature’s  lin. 

5  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blufhing  face, 

W iii  1c  his  dear  crols  appears, 

DLTolve  my  heart  in  thankfnlnefe,  .  '  :  .  ‘ 

And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears* 

6  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne’er  repay ; 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 

Here,  Lord,  1  give  myfelf  awa yP 
'Tis  all  that  we  can  do, 


-  r  '  '• 


■■  m 


Divide  -Hymns— or, 


HYMN  -CX;  C.  M, 


The  brethren's  Farewell , 

farewell,  I  do  you  tell, 

- j - id  I  lrjufl  part  ; 

5P  away,  but  here  you  flay, 

But  ftili  we  join  in  heart. 

Joyed o  me  has  run  mofl  free,--  . 

Your  converfation  fweet  ; 

■  ow  could  I  bear  to  journey  where 
'Yah  you  I  cannot  meet. 

*  '  ?  ■'  K  ^ 

3  p-f  l.  find  my  heart’s*  mclin’dj, 
do  my  work  below  ; 

!  ;  C.  lit  ill  cYt.h  call,  I  trud  I  fhall 

Be  ready  fordo  go.  ... 

^aye  voh.a|l .both  great  and  fmalL 
dvs  iivcircled  arms  ; 

1  Yfe,  from  death  th’ graye^ 
bl  all  harm. 

i?f^^y:.b6th  night  and  day3 
A:  our., garments  white; 

irand  oef  that  v/e  may  be* 
dnldrendof  the  light, 

*  :9i>‘ O  •?  Wj> '  *  -  - 

u  go  6 my  -amen ,  you*  mull;  • 
will  ot  Gorl  be  done  ; 
the  Lord  wijl .you  reward* 
th  an  immortal  crown. 

,  v  •  •  >  j  '  t  •'  '  «  ■  •  *r  •  >  ~  '**)*»&*'»/  -V* 

0 ,7>  V  k  tv  .  .  4 . 4  ^  Jf 

If  Ihn  ca'H’4  home  while  I  aiti  .gone^  -  -  -y  -•  y .  .... 
Indulge  ncyterfrs.ihr  me y; .  j  >•  ;  -  mY  ’Ygy  A 
hope  t-o  hn^*Y«I  w^e.my-  feimA  i  Y.Y&WYAY 
i0  ail  fcjtsjistty..  ;  ,  .ta  3-::  ; ...  :;..y 


ifr  "  >  c*% 

*  \  V‘t  «  iXyht  ' 


#  . 


-  y 


2  I’ll  leave  this  world  wit 
And  feek  thofe  far  fuperior 
•  That  doth  in  Jefus  dwell 
If  Jefus  be  my  God  and 
Immortal  triumph  I  will 

O’er  all  the  pow’r’s  of 

3  A  frowning  word  I  will  defy/ 
And  all  thofe  datt’ripg  charms  deny. 

If  Jefus  ftands  my  friend 
Not  long  I  have  this  ftorm  to 
Of  this  lnfnaring  barren  land  $ 

My  conflict  foon  will  end, 


4  friend,  my  caufe  wilf  i 

Conduct  my  fteps,  fu$ply* 
And-Bever  kt:  ine  fall 
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8  I  Tong  to  go,  fo  farewell  woe* 
My  foul  Thai!  be  at  reft  ; 

No  more  (hall  I  complain  or  figh* 
But  be  forever  blelW 


HYMN  CXI. 


The  Youth's  Ref oluT 


HILE  I  am  bleft  with 
.  I  will  adore  the  fa 
Who  bled  and  di’d  for  m 
If  God  infpires  my  heart  wi 
And  lets  me  fee  his  fhining 
A  pilgrim  I  will  be. 


9  O  may  we  meet  and  be  complete* 
And  long  together^ well  ; 

And  ferve  the  Lord  with  one  accord* 
So  brethren  all  farewell. 


meinSaL 


1  3®  Divine  Hymns— ot, 

Je7r'!f  ,wi!1  a1il  my  foes  deftroy— 

5  With  joy  I  )1  fpend  my  fleeting-days 
To^ found  abroad  hisheav’nly  praife. 
And  tell  the  world  his  lnVe  •  P 
And  when  I  quit  this  mortal  1W 
3  (hall  in  facred  Arams  engage, 

Amoag  the  faints  above. 

f  Where  I  (hall  with  my  Jefus  dwell, 
in  toys  bevond  what  tongue  can  tell, 
Up  that  imrnortal  fhore  ; 

-r  Jits  my  love  (hall  be  my  joy, 
rus  pratfts  be  my  fweet  employ, 
tad  part  from  him  no  more. 

/  ':Y: H--Y  M  ‘N  CXlls 

unit  r. 

T  ft  rife,  forever  ceafe, 

And  envy  quit  the  field, 
join  anti  hve  in  love  and  peace. 
And  to  the  gcfo^l  yield. 


2  Let  bittex  words  no  more 
Among  the  faints  remain  ; 

et  ev?ry  member  ev’ry  Hour,  ; 
submit  to.  Jefus'  reign,- ^ 

3  One  I  word  \#e  have  to  fear,  '.'v 
^  One  faith  we -all 

-*  t*  the  lame  baptifm  adhere, 

And  magnii.y'free^gracec .r 

4-  ^  hcn  vvhy-ifi'odLhwe  contend^  v 
I*  or  meat  and  drink  and  drdi 
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And  crucify  the  Lord  again, 

And  pierce  his  wounds  afreffi. 

5  When  bitter  words  arife, 

Then  fatan  has  his  ends  ; 

We  wound  the  heart  and  imnds  of  Chrifi^ 
Amkhl  his  chofen  friends. 


8  Then  we  will  live  like 
Who  now  agree  in  love  ; 

And  when  our  eyes  by  death 
We’ll  join  with  them  above. 

HYMN  CX1I 

Admonitwn  to  Chrijli 

CHRIS  TI ANS  if  your 
Ice  and  fnow  can  do 
li  by  Jefus  you  are  priz’d 
’Rife,  believe  and  be  ba 

2  Jefus  drank  the  gall 
Bore  the  ctirfe  t 
€ 


-  <► 

6  No  mare  weil  feel  the  flame. 
Nor  judge  onrfelves  too  wife  ; 

But  feafch  with  care  to  find  the 
That  lurks  within  our  eyes* 

7  Unto  the  world  we  prove, 

That  we  difciplcs  are  ; 

They  {hall  behold  us  walk  in  love? 
And  fay  the  Lord  is  there. 


Divine  Hymns— or* 


*4  Fire  is  good  to  warm  the  foul 9 
Water  purified  the  foul ; 

Fire  and  water  both  agree. 
Winter  foldiers  never  flee. 


5  Ev’ry  feafonof  the  year. 

Let  your  woribip  be  fincere  ; 

When  the  ftorms  prevent  your  roam. 
Serve  your  gracious  Lord  at  home. 


. 

Read  his  facred  word  by  day, 
watching,  always  pray ; 
editate  his  law  by  night. 

This  will  give  you  great  delight. 

H  YMftO  CXIV. 

Northern  Lights. 

EHOLD  him  {beaming  from  the  north. 
Nations  behold  afar  ; 

*ook  to  the  ikies  with  afurprrzc, 
e  fialhes  thro’  the  air. 

a  we  think  by  what  we  fee* 
our  God  will  come, 
in  ope  day  without  de'ay, 
id  take  his  chofen  home. 

The  firearm  of  light  (beam  in  the  night* 
bpeak  forth  the  day  will  come, 

When  Chrift  our  king  histroops  will  bring. 
And  raife  the  Stlfky  tomb 

Gabri’l  die*  man  who  then  fit  all  ftaitdf 
One  foot  upon  the  (bore— 
ne  on  the  fea,  and  fweajr  there’il  be  -  - 
A  pardoning  time  no  more/  ;.\ 

The  rattling  thunder  all  prepaid* 

Will  bur  ft  t  he  magazines  ; 
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"And  bolting  forth  from  fouth  to  north. 
With  forked  lightning  ftreams. 

5  The  fun  gives  up  and  flops  his  courfe 
Of  which  he  us’d  to  run  ; 

His  daily  journey  round  the  globe, 

Is  finiihv.d  and  done. 

7  The  moon  no  more  fhall  wax  or  wane. 
Nor  give  her  borrowed  light  ; 

Nor  wait  upon  the  fons  of  men. 

To  give  them  light  by  night. 

3  The  flars  that  fhine  forth  in  the  night3 
Shall  hear  their  awful  call  ; 

And  quit  their  Aiming  feats  of  light, 

And  down  to  earth  they  fall. 

’  •'  -*fe.  ->  S  >  -  •-  •  ■  t-  <•  •  t  V  X 

9  1  he  folid  world  begins  to  flame. 

The  trump  begins  to  found  ; 

And  calls  the  dead  out  of  their  gra 
±Hrom  underneath  the  ground. 

1  fleeping  dufl  come  forth 
i  o  meet  your  God  a 

Sinners  to  cry  eternally. 

And  all  tiie  faintsto  fin 

3  1  I  ken  all  thofe  fouls 
Shall  then  begin  their  1 

~  hat  God  hath  come  of 
Ye  mountains  on  us 

12  Hide  us  from  him  that 
His  troops  are  all  reveal’d  ;; 

Y/e  re  feiz  d  with  fear  while  we.d©ixe&; 
His  rumbling  Char’ot  wheels. 

T3  thunders  play -upon.- that  day 
With  alius  horrid  found  ;  * 

f'M  '  ’ '  -  r  ' 


The  Lamb  once  flain  will  come  again5 
And  roll  his  judgments  on. 

14  The  mountains  melt,  the  Tea  redraw 
C°nvulfions  feize  the  world  ; 

Hideous  cracks  do  rend  the  rocks, 

And  thro’  the  air  are  hurl'd. 

15  The  faints  that  fjgh  look  to  the  iky* 

Behold  your  king  appears  ;  ^ 

The  fon  of  man  with  his  foft  hand* 

Shall  wipe  away  your  tears. 

i(5  Then  all  the  faints  will  rife  at  once* 

To  meet  him  in  the  air  ; 

Singing  they  rife  above  the  ikies, 

And  make  them  triumph  there. 

|  Then  all  in  ranks  they  give  him  thankss 
Aim  lift  his  name  on  high  ; 

AndAftg  they  will  and  ne’er  be  ftiil. 

To  Long  eternity. 

HYMN  CXV.  C.  IvL 
Thi  Sinners  Self- Reflection.  . 

4 

A  H*Lordd  ahXord  !  what  have  I  done  r 

Tin  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

VV  hat  lhall  f  fay  what  fhall  I  do  } 

Or  whether  ihail  I  flee  ? 


2  By  wand' ring  I. have  loft  myfelr 
And  here  I  make  my  moan  ; 

O  whither,  whither  have  I  ftravY  " 

/  4 

Ah  !  Lord  what  have  I  done  ? 

'X  Thy  candle  fearches  all  my  rooms 
Asuduiow  I  plainly  fee* 
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f  he  numerous 'fins  of  earth  and  hell 
Are  fummed  up  ifi  me. 

4  The  feeds  of  all  the  ills  that  grow. 

Are  in  my  garden  fown, 

And  multitudes  of  them  are  fprung  ; 

Ah  !  Lord  what  have  I  done  ? 

5  I  have  been  [atari's  willing  fiave, 

And  his  mod  eafy  prey  : 

He  was  not  readier  to  command 
Than  I  was  to  obey  : 

6  Or,  if  at  times  be  left  my  foul, 

Yet  ilill  his  works  went  on  : 

*  I  was  a  tempter  to  my  felf  ; 

Ah,  Lord  what  have  I  done  ! 

• 

7  I  pu ft  at  all  the  threats  of  heavhi,  - 

And  flighted  all  his  charms  : 

Nor  fatan’s  fetters  would  I  leave 

For  Chrift’s  inviting  arms.  *  — 

8  I  had  a  foul,  but  priz’d  It  not  ; 

And  now  my  foul  is  gone, 

My  forced  cries  do  pierce  the  flues  ; 

Ah,  Lord  !  what  have  i  done  ! 

HYMN  CXVI.  C.  Mh 

The  Pilgrim  s  mutual  Corf  cranes . 

v 

TIT  AIL  !  happy  pilgrims,  whence  came 
A  A  And  whither  are  you  bound  ■} 

*  Who  from  the  land  of  Ejjypt  flee, 

Tis  Cana’n  we  have  foundv 

,  2  How  came  ye  firfl  to  walk  this  yf$y  > 
Were  .you  alarm’d  with  fear  :  -  '  '  * 


X 


‘J 


-  •-  ♦.  .  , 


Divine  Hymns— or  , 


A  fchool-m after  appear’d  one  day, 

With  countenance  fevere  : 

3  His  prefence  (truck  our  hearts  with  awe  5 
His  eyes  appear’d  like  (lame  : 

I  am,  faid  he  the  holy  law  ; 

And  from  mount  Sinai  came. 

4  Thenlo,  our  fentence  he  declar’d 
Was  everlafting  death  ; 

or,  ’till  his  precepts  were  prepar’d. 

We  were  expof’d-to  wrath. 

5  At  laft  a  meflfenger  of  peace, 

Evangelift  by  name, 

Appear’d  and  gave  us  fweet  releafe, 

From  that  devouring  flame. 

6  He  pointed  out  the  Iamb  of  God, 

.  -In  that  dt  tire  fling  day, 

And  faid,  behold  his  precious  blood, 

That  takes  your  guilt  away. 

7  Thus  were  we  from  our  bondage  freed, 
And  fet  at  liberty  ; 

Come  then  dear  brethren,  well  agreed, 

For  thus  redeem’d  were  we. 

8  Come  let  us  then  together  walk, 

Together  let  us  flng  : 

Be  this  the  fubjedl  of  our  talk, 

To  praife  the  Lamb  our  king. 

HYMN  CXVII.  C.  M.:\ 

The  Sinner  s  Jhame  and  eonfufion* 

O  fohTifh,  fo  abfurd  am  I 
That  nothing  can  be  more  % 


Sp 


initial  Sengs < 

<b 


Was  ever  foch  a  monfter  fecn 
Upon  the  earth  before  ? 

2  X  date  not  look  upon  the  earthy 
The  witnefs  of  my  fin  ; 

My  confcience  is  a  doom’s-day  book, 

I  dare  not  look  within. 

_  ♦  , 

3  Upward  I  durft  not  caft  my  eyes, 

For  there  my  judge  doth  fit  : ' 

Nor  downward  whence  the  fmoke  does  rife 
From  the  infernal  pit. 

4  How  fiiall  I  anfwer  at  the  bar 
Of  him  who  is  mod:  pure  ? 

I  cannot  anfwer  formyfelf, 

Mvfdf  Lcan’t  endure^ 

5  And  as  myielf  I  can’t  endure^ 

^Myfelf  I  cannot  fly  ; 

I  hiss  fools  do  fell  them  (elves  f©r  flaveS; 
And  what  a  flave  am  I  ? 

6  My  heart  the  feat  of  folly  is,  •; 

^  My  life  a  life  of  fin  ;  :  " 

Surely  I  am  morebrutifh  far, 

1  han  ever  brute  hath  been, 

7  Is  this  my  wit  ?  Is  this  my  way 
i  o  make  a  glorious  name  ? 

And  thefe  the  thanks  Fve  paid  to  he- v-n  2 
Ah  !  what  a  beaft  I  am.  ‘  ’ 

8  The  crown  is  fallen  from  my  head, 

My  royal  robes  are  gone  ; 

Oonfofion  ts,,my  only  cloak, 

And  I  muff  put  it  on. 

m2  '  * 


•}j 


i  ■<! 


5  >1 


Jf 

1  Wj 
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9  And  whilfi  I  blufh,  and  whilft  I  bleed, 
Here  will  I  fit  alone  ; 

•And  here  I’ll  lead  the  leaperYlife, 

And  make  my  doleful  moan. 

Jo  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  earth, 

Nor  worthy  of  the  air, 

Nor  worthy  of  the  wat’ry  drop, 

But  of  the  damned’s  fare. 

.  r  ■' 

ii  'O'!  how  it  kills  my  heart  to  think 
Upon  my  foolifh  ways  ; 

Yet  this  I  ’ll  bear  and  blefs  the  Lord, 
Becaufe  damnation  flays. 


HYMN  GXVIII.  L.  M,' 

Invitation  to  fanners. 

ft/ 

COMJt  fanners,  to  the  gofpel  feafl, 

.  .Let  ev.'iy  foul  be  jefus’  guefl  ;  .. 
Ye- need  not  One  be  left  behind, 

For  Gad  hath  hidden  all  mankind. 


9.  Have  me  e^euPd  why  will  you  fay 
From  health,,  and  life,'  and  liberty  ; 
Front  all  vlratis  in  Jefus  given, 

From  pai  doi^  -'JfoUntfs  and  heav’n. 

3  Come  therf  ye  fouls  by  fia  oppreft, 

Ye  weary  wand ’r  ex  s  after  reft ; 

Ye  poor  ar:d  maimed,  halt  and  blind, 

Ill  Chriftia  hearty  welcome  .  .r 

4  See  him  fet  forth  before  your  eyes,  .  J 
Behold  i he  bleeding* fncrifice  ; 

His  offer'd  love  let  all  embrace. 

And  freely* now  be  fayMlrf  grace.- 
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5  Ye  who  be]ieve  his  record  true, 

Shall  fup  with  him  and  he  with  you  ;  , 

Gome  to  the  feaft  bt  fav’d  from  fin. 

For  Jefus  waits  to  take  you  in. 

6  This  is  the  time,  no  more  delay  s 
This  is  the  glorious  gofpel  day  ; 

Come  in  this  moment  at  his  call, 

And  live  to  him  who  di’d  for  all. 

HYMN  ,  CXIX.  C.  Ms 

Joy  in  the  Holy  Ghoft . 

1^  /CY  foul  doth  magnify  the  Lord, 

XViL  My  fpirit  doth  rejoice 
In  God  my  Saviour  and  my  God3  ;  h 
I  hear  his  joyful  voice. 

2  I  need  not  go  abroad  for  joy*’ 

Who  have  a  feaft  at  home  ; 

M  y  fighs  are  turned  into  fongS^  ; 

The  comforter  is  come. 

^  Down  from  above  the  bleficd  dove 

~  .  ./  ‘  *  .  *  r  *<V  r*  »  ■  *  i  ^ 

Is  come  into  my  breaft, 

To  witnefs  God’s  eternal  love  ; 

This  is  my  hea  v ’nly  feaft.  .  t  v  j,  *$$£$2 

A  Tl  is  makes  me  abba •-fatfeffeSrtte 

VV  it h  confidence  of  lour  ;  *  '  :  : 

It  makes  me  cry  rriy 
And  that  without  coatrbtfiKfcd#^^ 

,, .  .  #  -  \  ■  V  ;  ' 

5  There  is  a  ftream  which  iiTiies  forth 
From  God’s  eternal  throne, / 

And  from  the  lamb,  a  living  (If e§n 
Clear  as  the  cry  ft  al  done, 

6  The  ft  reams  do  water  paradife*  -• 

*  «*•  -  ■  ^  "  9  *  t  *  •  r*y  -•  »  V  - 

*  .i  t  mme§  the  angels  T  ag 
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One  cordial  drop  revives  my  heart  ; 

Hence  all  my  joys  do  fpring® 

7  Such  joys  as  are  unfpeakable. 

And  full  of  glory  too'  •  *  * 

Such  hidden  manna,  hiddH?  pearls 
As  worldlings  do  not  knowP  ' 

8  iiye  hath  not  feen,  nor  ear  hath  heard, 
h rom  fancy  ’tis conceal’d, 

*'*  Lord,  haft  laid  up  for  thine. 

And  haft  to  me  reveal’d. 

I  fee  thy.  face,  I  hear  thy  voice* 

1  taltc  thy  fweeteft  love  ; 

doth  leap  :  But  O  for  wings, 

I  ile  wings  of  Noah’s  dove  ! 

3  1  hen  fiipuli  I  flee  far  hence  away* 

'  Leaving  rhis  world  of  fin  ; 

3  W  ig'yymy  Lord  put  forth  his  hand, 

'■ 3 ;  1  c *  d-i y*  take  me  in.-* 

.  '  L  should  my  foul  with  angels  feaff 

Ln  joys- that  always  laft  : 

:  ■  1  be  mv  God,  th^od  ofjoy, 
vv,  ho  gives  rue  herea'^afte.  . 

M  fM  N  /CXX.  C.  M.  ' 

'V  *"*  9  *  .*  s  -  -  . 

■  •>,  f.  ■ .«/,  v  ft'  1  ■ 

tins  rcy^Cing  in  the  hope  and  glory  of  Gcb 

are  journeying  home  to  God, 
by  -  the  fpirvt  come  ; 
e  way  his  children  tro 
W.:  feet'  oiir father's  home, 

evalk  a  narrow  path 
v/r  are  tir’d  aiid*  weak 

*  V  *■ 
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Yet  fo'on  (hall  we  have  reft  enough* 
In  thefe  blefs’d  courts  we  fcek. 


3  Nighiio.the  country  we  appear,  . 
Stor’d  with  eternal  bills  ; 

We  know  we  quick!  y*fhali  be  there, 
In  light  our  city  is-. 

4  Upon  Mount  Zion’s  diftant  top,- , 
A  Lamb  our  eyes  behold;' 

3Tis  Jcfus,  look  ye  children  up, 

He  calls  us  to  his  fold. 


M, * 


5  We  fee  hi  rn  w  i  th  his  r a  1  ment  red, 

As  tho  befmear’d  with  blood. 

As  newly  {lain. he  ftlrvds  ;  he  bled, 

Us  to  redeem  to  God. 

6  About  him  clad  with  fnowy 
Appear  a  countlefs  throng  ; 

Thefe  are  his  faints,  HisT kings,. 

Who  fing  the  eternal  fong. 

7  How  bleft,  how  more  than  happy  thefe. 
Who  thus  theYLord  attend  ; 

We,  brethren,  in  their  hojft.sJ!all 
We  foon  fhall  there  afcend,  , 

HYMN..  CXXlf"-  C, 

A  brief  defcription  of  the  Chll 

DIALOGUE ^ 

H  AT  poor  defpifed  company 
Of -travellers  are  thefe 

That  walk  in  yonder  narrow 
Along  that  rugged  maze 

'%  Ah  thefe  are  .of  a.  royal  I 
All  children  ©f  sT&mg  % 


,  fviSS 
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Heirs  of  immortal  crowns  divine* 

And  lo  !  for  joy  they  finga 

3  Why  do  they  then  appear  fo  mean  f 
And  why  fo  much  defpis’d  ? 

Becaufe  of  their  rich  robes  unfeen. 

The  world  is  not  appriz'd. 

4  But  fome  of  them  feem  poor  diflrefs’cf, 
And  lacking  daily  bread  ; 

Ah  !  they’re  of  boundlefs  wealth  pofiefs’d. 
With  hidden  manna  fed. 

5  But  why  keep  they  that  narrow  road., 
That  rugged  thorny  maze  ? 

Why  that’s  the  way  their  leader  trod. 
They  love  and  keep  his  ways. 

6  Why  mini:  they  fhun  the  pleafant  path, 
That  worldlings  love  fo  well  ? 

Be ca life  that  is  the  road  to  death. 

The  open  road  to  helh 

j  What  is  there  then  no  other  road 
To  Salem’s  happy  ground  ? 

Chi iit  Is  the  only  way  to  God, 

Tone  other  can  be  found. 

•  '  .  ‘  .  *  • 

w  hymn  exxn; 

H'e-re  I  will  chiMlh  ' 

A  H  me -Bin  never  well  but  when 
JL  I  on  my  .bf  it  beloved  lean, 
n  I'm  newer  ill  ;  . • 
i  d  t m  1  s  all  are  11  i  g|at , 

Vand  troubles  light,  v 
wMh  T;t ho  r:-f  -SiAd 


Spiritual  Sengs.  * 

Here  I  could  wifh  my  greateftfoe, 
Might  reft  like  me,  and  happy  know 
The  riches  of  the  Lamb  ; 

The  ftreets  would  then  be  full  of  praife 
Oi  Jefus’  blood,  his  gracious  ways. 

His  mercy  and  his  name, 

3  If  Jefus  will  permit  me,  I 
Will  leaning  on  him  live  and  die, 

And  great  the  blefting  count  : 

My  life,  dear  Lord,  I’d  live  to  thee, 
My  death  fhould  alfo  glorious  be. 

Like  Mofes  in  the  mount. 

4  By  fwect  experience  I’d  proclaim 
To  the  followers  of  the  lamb, 

H  ear  me,  my  friends,  I  fay  ; 
for  I  am  happy,  I  am  well, 

Belov’d  of  God  unchangeable  ! 

And  with  him  night  and  day. 


HYMN  CXXIH 

Delight  of  Praife for  the  Holy  & 

T  BLESS  the  Lord, 

X  Who  gives  his  word* 

To  rule  and  guide  me  right  i 
To  hear  him  fay, 

Love  and  obey 
Affords  fiipremc  delight 0 


a  f  noiy.joy 

■A  Uncut  alloy. 
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fagred^ transport  flow 
rn  truth  divine, 

1  fe.el  it  mine,- 

1  Q  g.tVera y  foul  re.pofou 
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3  With  facred  love. 

My  paflions  move, 

1  burn  with  ftrong  de fires ; 

With  holy  aim. 

And  inward  flame, 

1  feel  my  foul  on  firee 

4  By  grace  refin’d. 

My  foul  inclin’d. 

Shall  confecrate  my  days 
As  due  to  none 
But  God  alone. 

And  give  him  all  the  praifleo 

HYMN  CXXIV.  C. 

Longi ng  after  Christ, 

COMPANIONS  of  thy  little  flock. 

Dear  Lord  we  fain  would  be  ; 

Our  helpfefs  hearts  to  thee  look  up. 

To  thee,  our  Shepherd  flee. 

2  O  might  I  lean  upon  that  bread 
Which  love  and  pity  fill, 

now  become  thofe  lambs  carefl, 
in  thy  bofom  dwell. 

3  How  fwcet  that  voice,  howfweet  that  hand. 
Which  leads  to  pa  flu  res  fair, 

Shews.  Cana’n’s  milk  and  honey  land, 

Lot  of  thy  flock  fo  dear. 

4  Rich  grace,  free  grace,  moll fweetly  calls 
Directly  come  who  will, 

as  you  are  ;  for  Chrifl  receives 
Poor  helplefs  Tinners  dill. 

5  T  is  grace  each  day  that  feeds  our  fouls  ; 
Grace  keeps  us  only  pure  f 


.  U  «•  *■-»<-  *■  • 
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And  O  !  that  nothing  elfe  but  grace 
May  rule  forevermore. 


6  As  one  in  heart  let’s  all  rejoice 
The  finner’s  friend  to  praife  ; 

The  (hep herd  di’d  ;  Oh  !  ’tis  his  voice  ; 
He’ll  us  to  glory  raife. 


Meat  and  Drink  indeed . 

TO-day  Imman’el  feeds  his.fheep. 
The  purchafe  of  his  blood  ; 
l'o-day  Jehovah  keeps  a  feaft, 

For  all  the  fons  of  God. 


^  kread  of  God  is  freely  giv9ny 
1  ne  food  of  faints  above  ; 

Tliat  living  bread  fent  down  from  lieav'n, 
ihe  fruit  of  pard’ning  love. 

3  Lo  !  Ciirild,  our  Ihepherd.  gave 
To  anf.ver  all  our  need  ;  5 

His  body  crucify’d  is  meat. 

His  body  drink  indeed. 


4  Ye  hungry,  thirfty  fouls  draw 
m  And  living  bread  receive  ; 

Talte  the  provifion  of  vour’God, 
And  freely  eat  and  live. 

hymn  cxxvi  I 

ANOTHER. 

RlSii,  my  foul,  with  wonder 
-  What  love  divine 
Beiiold  thy  forrow,  (in  and 
Are  laid  on  God’s 

N 
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2  See!  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  grief  how  mingling  down  ; 

Did  e’er  fuch  love,  fuch  for  row  meet,  ' 

Or  thorns  compofe  fo  bright  a  crown  ? 

g  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

Th^t  were  a  prefent  far  too  fin  all  ; 

Love  fo  amazing,  fo  divine, 

Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  all, 

N  HYMN  CXXVII  L.  M. 

The  remembrance  of  Christ  in  the /upper, 

HRIST,  in  that  night  he  was  betray’d, 
Took  bread  gave  thanks,  it  break  and  fa  id. 
My  broken  body  here  you  fee  ; 

Take,  eat  it,  and  remember  me. 

2  Thus  alfo  h>  the  cup  did  take  ; 

’s  foaling  blood  (bed  for  your  fake, 
doth  my  teft’ment  ratify  ; 
drink  and  remember  me. 

f  pardon  with  what’s  for  your  good, 
rchaf’d  with  my  dcarefl  blood  : 
blood  to  you  makes  pardon  free  ; 

Linking  then  remember  me. 

O 

'or  hungry  fouls  here’s  manna  rare, 

G  1  fends  from  heaven  for  your  fare  ; 

This  rhanna  falls  now  plentioufly  : 

1  i  eatinp- then  remember  me. 

<  Here  God  fits  on  a  throne.of  gr^ce. 

Where  (iniul  men  may  fee  his  face  \ 

My  blood  procures  your  accefs  free  : 

]n  drinking  then  remember  me. 

6  See  here  the  tree  oflite  With  fruit, 

ui  leaves  which  heal,  and  (Length  recnuvt  . 

’ i'hefe  i  (hake  down,  poor  foul  to  tnc 
i.hit  freely  and  remember  me. 


•*  v 
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7  See  Jacob’s  ladder  here  fet  up, 

A  covenanting  God  at  top  ; 

Climb,  and  God  will'  tra^faft  with  thee  ; 
in  doing  this  remember  me. 

yds nee  runs  of  life  the  river  pure, 

Whi cn  our  foul  s  wounds  doth  cleanfe  and  cure 
i  t  rreely  runs  to  all  you  fee  : 

Drink  by  faith  and  remember  me. 

H  Y  M  N  _  CXXVIIL  C.  M. 

Marriage  Hymn. 

ORD,  from  thy  throne  of  flowing  crac- 
jU  Thy  choiceft  bleffingsgive  ;  %S  ’ 

Ami  on  thy  lervants  caufe  thy  fa qe 
To  fliine,  and  they  fhall  live. 

Enrico.  them  with  thy  heav’nly  grace, 

Unite  tneir  nearts in  love  ; 

M\v  they,  in  all  thy  holy  ways 
To  thee  themfelves  approve. 

S  La-  narmdny  and  holy  love,  • 

^  And  frrendfhip  ever  run, 

Thro’  all  their  thoughts  arid  life  to  prove, 

\Ji  twain  they  now  are  one. 

4  Allure  them,  Jefus  !  with  thy  charms 

vs_nd  joyfully  they’ll  flee, 

•by  >aith  and  love  into  thine  arms. 

And  thus  be  one  in  thee. 

5  wTfth?Uhaufe,’  aJorn  thsir 

vv  tth  fruit  divinely  fair  ; 
u  this  world  they’ll  (hew  thy  praife 

la  th  next  thy  glory  (hare.  ‘ 

H;YMN  cxxix. 

7/.>e  Beggar's  Prayer. 

WSrSU  R"  ^-9  D  byth>'  WOrd 

o i  prp m t fe  to  the  poor, 

^  •  **• 
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Behold  a  beggar  Lord, 

Waits  at  thy  mercy- door  : 

No  hand,  no  heart,  dear  Lord,  but  thine* 
Can  help  or  pity  wants  like  mine. 

2  The  beggar’s  ufual  plea, 

Relief  from  men  to  gain. 

If  ©ffer’d  unto  thee 

I  know  thou  wouldft  difdain  : 

But  thofe  which  move  thy  gracious  ear* 
Are  fuch  as  men  would  (corn  to  hear. 

I  have  no  right  to  fay 
That  tho’  I  now  am  poor, 

Y et  once  there  was  a  day 
When  I  poftefted  more  ; 

Thou  knoweft  from  my  very  birth 
I’ve  been  the  pooreft  wretch  on  earth.  , 

4  Nor  dare  I  to  profefs 
As  beggars  often  do, 

Tho’  great  is  my  did  refs, 

My  faults  have  been  but  few  : 

If  thou  fhould’ft  leave  my.  foul  to  ftarve 
It  would  be  what  I  fhould  deferve. 

5  Nor  dare  I  to  pretend 
I  never  begg’d  before, 

And  if  thou  now  befriend 
I’ll  trouble  thee  no  more  ; 

Thou  often  haft  reliev’d  my  pain 
And  often  I  mu  ft  come  again. 

5  Tho’  crumbs  are  much  too  good 
For  fuch  a  wretch  as  I, 

No  lefs  than  children’s  food 
My  foul  can  fatisfv  : 

0  do  not  frown  and  bid  me  go  ; 

I  mull  have  all  thou  canft  brftow,... 
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7  Nor  can  I  willing  be 
Thy  bounties  to  conceal 

From  others,  who  like  me 
I  heir  wants  and  hunger  feeh 
I’ll  tell  them  of  thy  mercy’s  (lore, 

And  try  to  fend  a  thou.fand  more. 

8  Thy  ways,  thou  only  wife. 

Our  tho  ts  and  ways  tranfeenth 

haras  the  arched  ikies 
Above  this  earth  extend  : 

Such  pleas  as  mine  men  would  not  bear, 
i>ut  God  receives  a  beggar’s  prayer. 

hymn  cxxx,  l.  m. 

For  the  new  Tear . 


AIL  the  new  year  that’s  now  begun-;, 
-jj,  Now  let  us  all  to  God  return  : 
x  rorn  fin  ful  wavs  may  we  all  ceafe 
And  with  each  other  .live  in  peace.  ’ 

V  Trhn6  thc?fands>-  been  call’d  away, 
X  ct  ftilj  we  ]ive  t0  fee  this  day  ; 

X  sth  tnanks  to  God  then  all  draw  near 
ao  celebrate  the  happy  rear. 

3  Vinie  many  are  Tick  and  confin’d,  • 
Gmers  depnv  d  of  fenfe  and  mind  ' 

V  e  yet  retain  them  bright  and  clear,  * 

°  celebrate  the  happy  year, 

f  Tb%lIe1t.m  alIt°G»d  repair, 

U?'J  offer  h>®  our  praifeand  pray’r, 

Now  unto  him  may  we  draw  near  ' 

~  0  celebrate  the  happy  j  ear . 

A  er’u  now  ^Hake  all  vice  and  fin, 

-  inu  the  new  year  with  God  begin 

N  2, . 
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Then  with  great  joy  we  (hall  appear 
To  celebrate  the  happy  year. 

6  Then  truly  happy  fuch  will  be* 

Who  from  all  fin  do  always  dee  ; 

And  unto  Chrift  will  now  give  ear, 

Such  we  do  wifh  a  happy  year. 

7  All  then  whp  fee  their  undone  (late 
Leaving  their  all  for  Jefus’  fake, 

To  fuch  we  can,  with  joy  fmcers, 

Wifh  them  a  happy,  happy  year. 

8  All  thofe  who  are  now  born  again, 

And  in  thrift  Jefus  do  remain, 

All  fuch  as  thofe  we  need  not  fear, 

They  will  enjoy  a  happy  year. 

q  But  true  religion  dill  we  find, 

■Gives  the  mod  peace  unto  the  mind  ; 
PoffeiTors.  of  it  will  appear, 

To.’ wifh  us  all  a  happy  year. 

•;  H  Y  M  N  CXXXI.  L.  Mb 

■  *  -  Com*  ojed  on  the  death  of  a  wife, 

T  T  Q W  vain  are  the  pleafureS  of  time, 
n  How  fond  are  vain  mortals  of  life, 
There’s  he  light  of  the  heav5nly  fublime,. 
There’s  nought  but  confufion  and  id  rife, 

£  My  bride,  the  clear  wife  oi  my  youth. 

Lies  panting  and  gafping  for  breath, 

More  pleas 4  with  the  beauties  of  truth, 
And  bleis’d  in  tlr  embraces  of  death.  ; 

3  H- sr  druggies  are  1 0 fig  a n d  fe ve re , 

While  ftruggling  and  coughing  Hie  frillies j 
Say’ag,  Jefus  has  made  me  his  cate, 

J  foondhall  forget  all  my  toils. . 


■ 
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A  She  calls  for  tl  e  chariot  of  Chrift, 
How  {lowly  it  moves  on  the  way,. 
How  long,  my  Lord  jefus  fhe  cries, 
How  long  have  I  here  for  to  hay  £ 

5  Yet  Jefus  is  faithful  to  me, 

He  pities  the  pains  I  now  feel  ; 

I  fhall  not  outilay  his  decree, 

He  gives  me  his  love  as  a  feaL 

6  Farewell  my  dear  hufhand,  faith  fhe., 
Now  from  your  kind  bofom  I  leap. 

With  Jefus  my  bridegroom  to  be, 

My  deth  in  the  tomb  for  to  deep* 

7  And  thus  {lie  continu’d  to  cry 

For  patience  to  wait  for  the  word. 
Till  from  us  fhe  leap’d  and  did  fly, 
Forever  to  dwell  with  the  Lord. 

8  Now  like  a  difconfolate  dove, 

I'm  left  all  alone  for  to  mourn  y 

O  may  the  kind  powers  above, 

Shew  pity  to  me  while  alone. 

9  I  look  thro5  the  rooms  of  my  houfe5  . 
Each  door  on  its  hinges  doth  mourn, . 

While  fcarching  I  find  not  my  fpoufe, 
Nor  will  fhe  to  me  e’er  return. 

10  How  lonefome  my  table  to  me, 

How  empty  the  place  where  fhe  fat*  ' 

What  lonefome  devotion  I  pay, 

Where  once  we  fo  fvveetly  did  meet, 

I  r  And  Till  for  to  heighten  my  grief 
My  fons  a  kind  mother  have  loll, 
They  can’t  go  to  her  for  relief, 

O  may  they  in  God  put  their  trufM. 

?  2  And  fh all  I  indulge  my  complaint, 

Anri  toll  vn, >  Vi r,  1  AT  1  nn  n  Cc* r o  m  \i  o 
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And  try  all  my  feelings  to  paint, 

And  iix  to  each  note  a  dark  (hade  ? 

^rf!iere«S  .I1C11C  tnat  can  learn  my  complamt, 
L  nlefs  it  is  damp’d  on  their  heart  : 

Not  all  that  gay  heathens  can  paint 
Can  tell  how  true  lovers  do  part. 

H  But  thofe  who  have  loft  their  heft  part. 
Torn  from  them,  ftill  leaving  the  wound, 
gU£&  how  I  fed  at  my  heart, 

-  *nci  notes  of  this  kind  they  can  found. 

IJ  My  paffions  will  lead  me  too  far  ; 

My  grief  I  will  leave  with  the  Lord  ; 

I  fro  ft  I  /hall  fhortly  go  where 

Vain  paffion  can’t  lead  from  his  word. 

16  My  lyric  I  now  will  conclude, 

And  pleaf’d  with  the  tho’ts  of  releafe 
.rroin  troubles  that  do  me  furround, 

10  dwell  in  the  regions  of  peace. 

*7  hj’e  I  think  of  concluding  my  fong} 

Ivlt thinks  fhe  bends  downward  her  wings  ■ 
..acd  Vv  i . opers  you  re  not  to  (lay  long, 

A  on  ij  iliortiy  come  home  to  our  kino*.  1 

o 

a  ^  She  now  views  more  wonders  at  once-, 

I  han  ggeson  earth  can  relate, 

I1 nr  nation  to  nation  fhe  runs, 

^  hen  rnounts  to  the  heavenly  feat. 

^  ;oc“e  waiting  for  further  commands, 

A t  length  fhe’s  dire 6bed  to  fly 
2  ht I' her  inhabited  lands, 
w<cv/  glories  and  wonders  to  fpy. 

nd  v/iiiie  fhe  their  beauties  behold,.  . 

oho  ow  ing  her  lyre  we)!  lining, 
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Mounts  up  in  chariots  of  gold; 

And  ftrikes  an  eternal  new  fong. 

2 1  How  long,  my  dear  jefos,  how  long, 

Ere  I  fhali  come  home  to  my  King, 

And  join  that  eternal  new  fong, 

And  with  my  kind  Eflher  to  fing  ? 

22  It  is  but  a  moment  or  two 
I  have  in  this  world  for  to  flay, 

Before  I  fhali  leap  and  mufl  go 
To  fing  in  the  regions  of  day,  - 

23  With  patience  I’ll  wait  for  the  morn-, 

Nor  think  the  dark  moments  are  long, 

Until  mv  Lord  jefus  return. 

Then  join  the  angelical  fong. 

HYMN  CXXXIL  L.  My, 

On  thegreai  duty  of  prayer . 

HAT  var’ous  hindrances  we  meet 
-  In 'coming  to  the  mercy  feat  ; 

Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  pray’r. 

But  wifhes  to  be  often  there. 

2  Pray’r  makes  the  darkefl  clouds  withdraw,, 
Pray’r  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  faw  \ 

Gives  exerctfe  to  faith  and  love, 

Brings  ev’ry  bieffing  from  above. 

3  Retraining  pra}  ’r,  we  ceafe  to  fight, 

Pray’r  makes  the  chriftian  armour  bright  5. 
And  fatal*  trembles  when  he  fees 

The  weakefl:  faint  upon  his  knees. 

4  When  Mofes  flood  with  arm s-fp read  widcP 
Succefs  was  found  on  Ifr’el’s  fide  ; 

But  when  thro’  wearinefs  they  fail’d, 

Tiiat  moment  Amaieck  prevail’d, 
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$ no  wor<^s  •  Ah,  think  again, 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain. 
And  hi]  your  iellow  creatures  ears 
With  the  fad  tale  of  all  your  cares. 

6  Were  half  our  breath,  thus  vainly  fpent, 
1  o  heav  n  in  fupplication  fent, 

Our  cheerful  fongs  would  often  be, 

JXear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me. 

hymn  cxxxrn.  l.  m; 

The  Work  of  a  Minifter . 

t]T  threne,  eternal  King, 

?  Thy  minifters  their  tribute  bring  ;  - 
heir  tribute  of  united  praife, 
heav  nly  news  and  peaceful  day: 


rs. 


hhg  the  conqueft  of  thy  fword, 
blifh  loud  thy  healing  word  : 
ngels  found  thy  glorious  name,  * 
ng  grace  our  lips  proclaim. 

3  Thy  Various  fervice  we  efteem, 

Our  fweet  employ,  our  blifs  fupreme, 
And  while  we  feel  thy  heav’nly  love, 

W e  burn  like  feraphims  above. 

4  Nor  feraphs  there  can  ever  raife, 

^vVith  uc  an  equal  fong  of  praife  : 

They  are  the  noblefl  w©rk  of  God,  , 

But  we  the  purchafeof  his  blood, 

5  Still  in  thy  work  would  we  abound, 
y-’tLll  prune  the  vine  or  plow  the  ground  ; 
Thy  fheep  with  wholefome  pafturc  feed. 
And  watch  them  with  unvyeari’d  heed. 

6  T  hou  art  our  Lord,  our  life,  our  love, 
Our  care  below,  our  crown  above  ; 
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Thy  praife  fhal!  be  our  bled  employ, 
Thy  prefence  our  eternal  joy. 

HYMN  CXXXIV, 


Christ’s  Crucifixion . 

JESUS  drinks  the  bitter  cup. 

The  wine-prefs  treads  alone. 
Tears  the  graves  and  mountains  up, 
By  his  expiring  groan  : 

Lo  !  the  pow’rs  ot  heaven  he  flra ke,s; 

Nature  in  convulfion  lies. 

Earth’s  profoundeft  centre  quakes, 
The  great  Jehovah  dies. 

2  Dies  the  glorious  caufe  of  all, 
The  true  eternal  plan 
Falls,  to  raifeusfrom  our  fall. 

To  ranfom  finful  men  : 

W ell  may  Sol  withdraw  his  light. 
With  the  fuff’  rer  fympathize, 

Le  ave  the  world  in  fudden  night, 
While  his  creator  dies. 

3  O  my  God,  he  dies  for  me, 

I_feel  the  mortal  fmart  l 
See  him  hanging  cn  the  tree, 

A  fight  that  breaks  my  heart  ! 

O  that  all  to  thee  might  turn  ; 

Sinners  yetnay  love  him  too, 

Look  on  him  ye  pierc’d  and  mourn 
For  one  who  bled  for  you. 

4  Weep  o’er  your  defire  and  hope 
With  tears  of  humbled  love  ; 

Sing,  for  Jefus  is  gone  up, 

And  reigns  enthron’d  above  ; 

Lives  our  head  to  die  no  more, 

Pow’r  is  all  to  Jefus  given. 
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^Worfhip  a  as  he  was  before, 

Th’  immortal  King  of  heav’n, 

HYMN  CXXXV. 

•Christ’s  Afcenfion. 

XT  AIL  the  day  that  fees  him  rife, 

X  A  Ravifh’d  from  our  wilhful  eyes 
thrift  a  while  to  mortals  giv’n, 
Re-afcends  his  native  heaven. 

There  the  pompous  triumph  waits  ; 
u  Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  gates  ! 
u  Wide  unfold  the  radiant  feene. 

Take  the  King  of  glory  in  !** 

Him  tho3  higheft  heaven  receives, 
Still  he  loves  the  earth  he  leaves 
Tho’  returning  to  his  throne, 

Still  he  calls  the  world  his  own  ; 

Still  for  us  he  interceeds, 

Pravalent  his  death  he  pleads  ; 

Next  himfelf  prepares  cur  place, 

Har  binger  of  human  race. 

3  Mafler  (may  we  ever  fay) 

Taken  from  our  head  to-day  v 
See  thy  faithful  fervant,  fee. 

Ever  gazing  up  to  thee  1 
Grant,  tho’  parted  from  our  fi  ght  : 
High  above  yon  azure  height, — 
Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  ri  fe, 

Foil' wing  thee  beyond  the  (kies. 

4  Ever  upward  let  us  move, 

Waited  on  the  wings  of  love, 

Looking  when  our  Lord  fhall  come, 
•Longing,  gafping  after  home  ; 

There  we  fix  all  with  thee  remain, 
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Partners  of  thi&e  endiefs  reign, 

There  thy  face  unclouded  fee, 

Find  our  heaven  of  heav’ns  in  thee* 

hymn  cxxxvi. 

For  a  P  erf  on  under  temptation* 

JESUS,  lover  ofmyToul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bofom  fly. 

While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  temped  dill  is  high  ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  gaviour  hide, 

Tnl  the  dorm  ot  life  is  pad  g 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  foul  at  lad  ! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none  ; 

Hangs  my  helplefs  foul  on  thee~ 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  fup port  and  comfort  me  ; 

All  mv  trud  on  thee  is  day’d, 
k  ^11  mine  help  from  thee  I  bring. 
Lover  my  defancelefs  head 
With  the  fhadow  of  thy  wine. 

3  Thou,  0  Chr!ft>  art  all  I  want, 

■"  M°r«  than  all  in  thee  I  find 
^3rfe  t]ie  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  t'  e  fick  and  lead  the  blind. 

Jure  and  holy  is  thy  name  : 

J  am  all  unrighteoufnefs ! 

Vileand  full  of  fin  f  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  pnee, 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  I  found, 
Lrnce  to  pardon  all  my  fin  ; 
healing  ft  re  mis  abound, 

'rucVr  k,eeP  mc P>'te  within: 

L  hou  Oi  life  the  fountain  art,  Q 
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Freely  let  me  take  ofthee 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart. 

Rife  to  all  eternity. 

HYMN  CXXXVII. 

Chrijirans  complaint ,  and 'prayer  for  the  Impenitent 

H  !  woe  is  me,  conftrain’d  to  dwell 
Among  the  Tons  of  night  : 

Poor  finners  dropping  into  hell, 

Who  hate  the  gofpel  light  ; 

Wild  as  the  untam’d  Arab’s  race, 

Who  from  their  Saviour  fly  ; 

And  trample  ©n  his  pard’ning  grace* 

And  all  his  threats  defy. 

2  Yet  here  alas  !  in  pain  I  live, 

‘  Where  Satan  keeps  his  feat. 

And  (fay  by  day  for  thoie  I  grieve, 

Who  will  to  fin  fubmit : 

With  gufhing  eyes  their  deeds  I  fee? 

Their  punifhment  is  nigh, 

I  afk  with  him  who  ranfom'dme, 

Why  will  you  fin  and  die. 

X  Jefus,  Redeemer  of  mankind, 

D lfp lay  thy  faving  pow’r  ; 

T; by  mercy  let  thoie  outcalls  find, 

To  know  thy  gracious  hour,  - 
Ah  !  give  them  Lord  a  longer  fpace  ; 

Nor  fuddenly  con  fume, 

But  let  them  take  the  proffer'd  grace, 

And  dee  the  wrath  to  come. 

Open  their  eyes  and  Af s  to  fee 
Thy  crofs,  to  hear  the  cries, 

Sinner,  thy  Saviour  weeps  for  thee, 

For  thee  he  Vveeps  and.  dies. 

the  day  long  he  meekly  (lands, 
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His  rebels  to  receive  ; 

And  fhews  his  wounds,  and  fpreads  his  hands^ 
And  bids  you  turn  and  live. 

HYMN  CXXXVIII 

The  Tear  of  Jubilee, 

LOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  folemn  found  ; 

Let  all  tlie  Nations  know 
To  earth’s  remote#  bound. 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  : 

Return  ye  ranfom’d  tinners  home  ! 

2  The  gofpel  trumpet  hear. 

The  news  of  heav’nly  grace  ; 

Ye  happy  fouls  draw  near, 

Behold  your  Saviour’s  face  \ 

Tne  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 

Return  to  your  eternal  home  ! 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb  ; 

Redemption  in  'his  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  ; 

Tne  year  of  Jubilee  is  come, 

Return  ye  ranfom’d  tinners  home. 

h  ymn-  cxxxix,  g:  m. 

P'raife  for  the  Hope  of  Glory . 

SOJOURN  in  n  vale  of  tears, 

Aias  how  can  I  ling  1 
My  narp  doth  on  the  willows  hang, 

Di  ft  lin’d  in  every  ft  ring. 

2  *fy  mufic  is  a  captive’s  chains  ; 

''  Harih  founds  my  ears  do  fill  - 
How  ih  all  I  ling  fwcet  Zion’s  ihngsv 
vdn  this  fide  Zion’s  hi  If. 
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3  Yet  lo  I  hear  the  joyful  found, 

Surely  I’ll  quickly  come  ! 

Each  word  much  fweetnefs  doth  diftik- 
Like  a  full  honey-comb. 

4  And  doft  thou  come  my  deareft  Lord  l. 
And  doft  thou  lurely  come  ? 

And  doft  thou  furely  quickly  come  ? 
Methinks  I  am  at  home. 

5  Come  then  my  deareft,  deareft  Lord, 
My  fweeteft  v  lure  ft  friend  ; 

Come,  for  I  loathe  thefe  Kedar  tents  i 
The  fiery  chariot  fend. 

6  What  have  I  in  this  barren  land ! 

My  Jefus  it  not  here  ; 

Mine  eyes  will  ne’er  be  bleft  until 
Afy  j  efu s  dot h  a pp  ear. 

7  My  Jefus  is  gone  up  to  heav’n 
To  get  a  place  for  me  ; 

For  ’t is  his  will,  that  where  he  is 
There  fliould.his  (ervants  be. 

8  Cana’n  I  view  from  Pifgah’s  top, 

Of  Cana  Vs  grapes  I  tafte  ; 

My  Lord  who  fends  unto  me  here, 

Will  fend  for  me  at  laft. 

9  I  have  a  God  that  changeth  not, 

Why  fhould  i  be  perplext  ? 

Mv  G  >d  that  owns  me  in  this  world 
Will  own  me  in  the  next. 

so  My  deareft  friends  they  dwell  abofe, 
The  m  will  I  go  to  fee  ; 

And  all  my  friends  in  Chrift  below 
Will  foon  come  after  me. 
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HYMN  CXL.  C.  Mo 

Yfo  Sinner’s  Fears. 

LA  S  !  for  I  have  feen  the  Lord, 

With  a  drawn  fword  he  flood  ; 

Now  might  he  fheathe  it  in  flefh, 

And  bathe  it  in  my  blood. 

2  I’ve  dar’d  him  with  my  mighty  fins. 

As  if  he  was  too  flo  w  ; 

But  now  he  comes  both  arm’d  and  girt, 

As  an  enraged  foe. 

3  What  {hall  a  guilty  firmer  do, 

When  juftice  does  appear  ? 

O  whither  fhall  I  flee  from  him, 

\Yhofe  place  is  ev’ry  where  1 

4  As  I  can  neither  ftand  nor  fly. 

So  neither  can  I  bear 

The  mighty  hand  which  grinds  the  rocks. 

And  doth  foundations  tear. 

5  My  pale,  my  poor,  my  trembling  foul. 

Does  ftart  at  ev’ry  thing  ; 

It  hourly  fears  huge  hofts  of  wrath 
From  thisincenfed  King, 

6  Should  he  but  his  commillion  grant, 

All  creatures  would  engage 

Agatnft  me  as  their  foe  profefs’d. 

With  an  united  rage,  • 

7  My  fears  are  juft,  I  defervehell. 

And  ’tis  my  proper  hire  ; 

But  who  can  dwell  i  O  !  who  can  dwell 
With  everlafting  fire  ? 

HYMN  CXLI.  L.  M; 

Unknown  World. --Compofed  on  the  tolling  of  a  Bell 

ARK  !  my  gay  friends  that  folemu  toll 

Speaks  the  departure  of  a  foul  ! 
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kTis  gone,  that's  all  we  know — not  where; 

Or  how  th’  unbodi'd  foul  doth  fare. 

2  In  that  myfler’ous  world  none  knows 
But  God  alone,  to  whom  it  goes  ; 

To  whom  departed  fouls  return. 

To  take  their  doom,  to  funis  or  mourn.. 

3  Oh  !  by  what  glimm’ring  light  v/e  view 
The  unknown  world  we’re  haftkiing  to  ! 

God  has  lock’d  up  the  my  flic  page. 

And  curtain’d  darknefs  round  the  ft  age. ! 

4  Wife  heav’n,  to  render  fearch  perplex t 
Has  drawn  ’twixt  this  world  and  the  next 
A  dark  impenetrable  fereen, 

All  behind  which  is  yet  unfecn  l 

5  We  talk  of  heav’n  we  talk  of  hell  ; 

But  what  they  mean  no  tonguexan  tell  1 
Heav’n  is  the  realm  where  angels  are, 

And  hell  the  chaos  of  defpair  ! 

6  But  what  thefc  aw6 7 8ful  words  imply, 

None  of  us  know  until  we  die  ! 

Whether  we  will  or  no,  wre  mud 
Take  the  fucceedi ng  world  on  truft. 

7  This  hour  perhaps  our  friend  is  well, 

Death  ftruck  the  next,  he  cries  farewell  ! 

I  die— and  then,  for  ought  we  fee, 

Ccafesat  once  to  breathe  and  be. 

8  Thus  launch’d  from  life’s  ambiguous  fhore, 
Ingulph’d  in  death,  appears  no  more. 

Then  umliredhd  to  repair 

To  diftant  worlds,  we  know  not  where. 

g  Swift  flies  the  foul,  perhaps  his  gone 
A  thoufand  leagues  beyond  the  fun  j 
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Or  twice  ten  thoufand  more  thrice  told, 
Ere  the  forfaken  clay  is  cold  ! 

*  ’•t- 

10  And  yet  who  knows;  if  friends  we  lov 
Tho’  dead,  may  be  fo  tar  remov’d  • 

Only  this  vale  of  flefh  between, 

Perhaps  they  watch -us  tho’  unfeen. 

1 1  Wi'iilft  we  their  lofs  lamenting  fay, 
They’re  out  of  hearing,  faraway  ; 
Guardians  to  us  perhaps  they’re  near, 
Conceal’d  in  vehicles  of  air. 

1 2  And  yet  no  notice  they  give, 

Nor  tell  us  where  nor  how  they  live  ; 

T no  confeipus,  win  lft  with  us  below  ; 
How  much  themfelves  defir’d  to  know/ 

*3  As  ii  bound  up  by  folemn  fate, 

To  keep  this  fecret  of  their  ftate, 

To  tell  their  joys  or  pain  to  none, 

That  man  might  live  by  faith  alone. 

14  Well,  let  my  fov’rcign,  if  he  pleafe. 
Took  up  his  marvellous  decrees  ; 

Why  fhould  I  with  him  to  reveal 
What  he  thinks  proper  to  conceal.  ? 

15  H  enough  that  I  believe, 

Heav  n  s  brighter  than  I  can  conceive  0 
And  he  that  makes  it  all  his  care 
To  ferve  God  here  fliall  fee  him  there  t 

}S  But  oh  l  what  worlds  fhall  I  furvey 
Ehc  moment  that  I  leave  this  day  ?' 

How  fudden  the  fuprife,  how  new  ! 

Let  It  my  God  be  happy  too. 

HYMN  CXLII. 

Honor  to : the  Hills. 

*  T^H ROUGH  all  this  world  belowP 
JL  Gcd  we-  fee  all  around^ ' 
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Search  hills  and  vallies  through, 

1  here  ne  s  (©und. 

In  growing  fields  of  corn, 

The  filly  and  the  thorn, 

The  pfeafant  and  forlorn, 

Ali  declare  God  is  there  ; 

In  meadows  drefl  in  green. 

There  he’s  feen. 

2  See  fpringing  waters  rife. 
Fountains  flow,  rivers  run  \  * 

The  mifl:  beclouds  the  Iky, 

Hides  the  fun. 

Then  down  the  rain  doth  pour. 

The  ocean  it  doth  roar, 

And  break  upon  the  ihore  ; 

All  topraife,  in  their  lays 
A  God  that  ne’er  declines 
His  defigns. 

3  The  fun  with  alibis  rays 
Speaks  of  God  as  he  flies  ; 

The  comet  in  its  blaze, 

God  it  cries. 

The  fhining  of  theflars. 

The  moon  when  fhe  appears 
His  dreadful  name  declare  s 
See  them  fly  thro’  the  fky, 

And  join  the  lilent  found 
From  the  ground. 

4  Then  let  my  Ration  be, 

Hu?e  in  life,  wrhere  I  lee 

The  facred  trinity 
Ail  agree, 

3n  all  the  works  he’s  made, 

The  fere  A  and  the  glade, 

Nor  let  me  be  afraid,  tho’  I  dwell,, 
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In  the  hill. 

Where  nature’s  work  declares 
God  is  there. 

5  God  did  to  Mofes  fhew. 

Glories  more  than  Peril  5 

His  face  alone  withdrew 
From  the  view. 

Mount  Sinai  was  the  place. 

Where  God  did  (hew  his  grace  ;  . 

And  Mofes  fang  his  praife, 

See  him  rife  near  the  ikies  : 

And  view  old  Canaan’s  ground 
All  around. 

6  Elijah’s  fervant  views 
From  the  hill  and- declares, 

A  little  cloud  appears, 

Dryyour  tears  : 

Our  Lord  transfigur’d  is, 

With  thofe  blcit  faints  of  his,.. 

As  faith  the  witnelfes  : 

See  them  fhine  all  divine, 

While  Olive’s  Mount  is  blcfc 
With  the  red. 

7  Not  India  hills  of  gold, 

With  wonders  we  are  told, 

Nor  feraphs  ftrong  and  bold, 

Can  unfold  ; 

The  mountain  Calvary, 

Where  Co  riff  our  Lord  did  die  ; 

Hark  !  hear  the  Go  1  man  cry, 
Mountains  quake,  Heavens  fhake 

When  God  their  ai  hor’s  ghoff 
Leaves  their  coaft 

&•  And  now  from  Calvary, 

We  may  hand  and  cfpy, 
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Beyond  this  lower  fky, 

Far  on  high, 

Mount  Zion’s  fpicy  hill, 

Where  faints  and>angels  dwell  ; 

Hark  !  hear  them  fmg  and  tell. 

Of  their  Lord,  with  accord, 

And  join  in  Mofes  fong. 

Heart  and  toneme, 

o 

9  Since  the  hills  are  honor’d  thus* 

By  our  Lord  in  his  courfe. 

Let  them  not  be  by  us  ^ 

Call’d  a  curfe  ; 

Forbid  it  mighty  King, 

But  rather  let  us  fmg  5 

While  hills'  and  vallies  ring  \ 

Echoes  fly  thro3 4 5  the  fky, 

And  heavens  hear  the  found 
From  the  ground. 

HYMN  CXLIIL 

TESUS  I  fly  to  thee 

J  For  mercy,  pardon,  grace  ; 

Trough  thee  alone  poor  finners  may 
Approach  the  Father’s  face. 

2  Let  thy  atoning  blood, 

Encourage  me  to  fpeak  ; 

That  all  my  wants,  O  Lamb  of  God 
I  may  to  thee  relate,  . 

3  I  want  a  fober  mind, 

A  felf  renouncing  will  ; 

Thai  tramples  down  and  calls  behind 
l  he  bails  of  plead  ng  ill. 

4  I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  ypiick  difeerm^g  eye  ;  r 
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That  looks  to  thee  when  fin  is  near* 

And  fees  the  tempter  fly, 

5  I  want  a  heart  to  pray, 

To  pray  and  never  ceafe  ; 

Never  to  murmcr  or  repine, 

Nor  wifli  my  fuff’ rings  lefs, 

6  This  blefling  above  all. 

Always  to  pray  1  want  ; 

Out  of  the  deep  on  thee  to  call* 

And  never,  never  faint. 

y  I  want  a  true  regard, 

A  Angle  fleady  aim  ; 

Not  mov’d  by  threat’nings  or  reward. 

To  own  thee  and  thy  name, 

8  I  want  with  all  my  heart, 

Thy  pleafure  to  fulfil  ; 

To  know  myfelf  and  what  thou  art, 

And  what’s  thy  perfect  will. 

9  I  want,  I  know  not  what, 

I  want  my  wants  to  fee  ; 

1  want,  alas  !  what  want  I  not, 

When  Chrifl  is  not  in  me. 

HYMN  CXLIV. 

The  Confequence  of  Sin. 

EE  what  a  wretched  date 
Sin  hath  reduc’d  us  to  ; 

See  how  it’s  brought,  a  di final  fate 
Of  death  on  things  below. 

2  See  nature  all  on  win 
Taking  her  rapid  flighty 

With  ’mazing  fwiftnefs,  which  doth  bring 
Her  quick  to  death’s  dark  night  : 


S. 


M, 


•i  ■  3 
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3  Where  part  muft  reft  awhile, 

Which  is  the  houfe  of  clay, 

To  deep  fecure  from  pain  and  toil, 

Till  refurreftion  day, 

4  The  foul  ftill  wafts  along 
Without  a  moments  flay, 

Is  call’d  to  join  a  difPrent  throng, 

And  leave  this  houfe  of  clay. 

5  Up  to  Ch  rift’s  Judgment  feat, 

Where  fouls  at  laft  mu  ft  come  ; 

And  there  their  diff’rent  fentence  meet, 
And  hear  their  final  doom. 

S  And  now,  O  foul  !  take  care, 

1  o  fteer  thy  courfe  aright, 

ArA.  ihnn  fin’s  wajs  that’s  full  of  fnares, 
And  3  ads  to  endlefs  night  ; 

y  lAt  run  the  -way  by  Chrift, 

Which  leads  to  cndlefs  day  ; 

J:  nil’s  words  obferve,  which  is  your  light. 
And  you  can’t  mifs  your  way. 

3  And  fhortly  you  fhall  rife, 

To  reach  the  heav’nly  hill, 

Where  Chrift  you’ll  fee  with  glad’ned  eyes 
With  glory  fhall  be  fill’d. 

H  Y  M  N  CXLV. 

|r~AH EER  up  our  brethren,  and  rejoice, 

Methinks  I  hear  our  Saviour’s  voice, 
I  come,  I  come,  my  faints  he  cries, 

For  fo  deftroy  your  enemies, 

And  fhew  my  power  and  grace  in  thee., 

A?id  with  my  truth  will  make  you  free, 

Anci  .you  lhali  niumph  in.  my  name. 

And  ever  with,  me  ftx.il!  remain. 
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2  Do’nt  mind  reproach,  or  infamy, 

Nor  perfections,  which  doth  try 
Your  feeble  fouls,  but  look  above. 

And  beg  of  God,  his  grace  and  love, 

x\t\  We  ^lor^Y  reach  the  fhore, 

VV  here  perfecutions  are  no  more, 

And  m  Chrift’s  kingdom  (hall  enjoy, 

od  s  pei  fed:  peace,  with  fweet  employ* 

3  Then,  O  my  brethren  let  us  run 
The  hcav’nly.  race,  we  have  begun. 

Live  in  obed’ence  to  the  Lord, 

And  we  fhall  (hare  the  fure  reward. 

Of  peace,  and  joy  in  Chrift,  the  way, 

I  hat  leadeth  to  eternal  day  ; 

Where  we  through  hope  fhall  reach  to  fine. 
Our  vid  ry  gain’d  through  Chrift  our  king, 

4  There  we  fhall  fee  as  we  are  feen. 

And  ever  live,  with  Chrift  to  reign  ‘ 

Ana  know  of  God  as  we  are  known, 

lno.r<f t0  gr|eve,  orfigh,  or  mourn, 

^ut  with  tranfporting  joys  fhall  view. 
Amazing  feenes,  that  ever  new, 

£nd  walk  them  golden  ftreets  above. 

That  s  pav’d  with  joy,  and  peace,  and  love 

5  And  Chrift,  the  lamb,  fhall  be  the  light. 

To  lumnaate  that  city  bright  ° 

And  make  it  fhine  tranfparent* clear, 

Where  fruits  in  plenty,  every  kind. 

And  wine  on  lees  that’s  well  refin’d, 

Where  mu  he  fweet,  doth  echo  round. 

And  ad  the  choir  with  love  is  crown’d. 

.  H  Y  M  N  CXLVI.  L.  M. 
HEN  I^  mdarknefs,  deftitute 
Ux  God  s  free  grace,  and  pard’ning  loi 
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There  I  was  left,  for  to  defpute 
Againlt  the  powers  of  God  above. 

2  Blind  confcience  led  me  far  aftray, 

In  fearch  of  foolifh  vain  delights, 

God’s  law,  it  (truck  me  with  difmay* 

At  times  put  me  to  fudden  flights. 

3  But  (till  I  ventur’d  to  go  on,  #  ^ 

My  wicked  finful  courfe  maintain  d. 

And  bid  all  fears  from  me  begone, 

Till  I  world’s  pleafures  fully  gam  d* 

4  But  in  the  midftof  my  career, 

God’s  holy  law  began  to  flame  ; 

My  foul  was  (truck  with  awful  tear, 

1  thought  I  fliould  be  quickly  nam. 

5  I  view’d  myfelf,  a  finner  chief. 

In  all  I  thought  or  did  or  laid, 

In  thoOghts,  in  words,  ma&s,  m  brief, 

I  was  in  all  by  fatan  led. 

6  But  I  to  Sinai’s  Mount  did  run. 

Stern,  injur’d  jufiice  to  appeafe, 

Offer’d  my  righteoufnefs  begun, 

In  cries,  in  groan.,  in  pray  rs,  and  tears. 

-1  Bdt  all  in  vain,  the  law  reply  d 
Mercy  I  can’t  on  you  bellow. 

Your  righteoufnefs  can  tjufhfy, 

Nor  fave  your  foul  from  hell,  and  woe. 

3  The  foul  that  fins  mull  furely  dse, 

As  by  the  law  its  fo  decreed, 

And  perilh  too  eternally,. 

The  law,  yourfclf  may  view  and  r 

o  But-0  what  pain  and  agony, 

My Tul  was  quickly  flung  into, 

Fearing  to -die  and  bid  to  ny. 

And  dwell  in  fi’ry  flames  below. 
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rb  When  this  appear’d,  O  who  can  tel], 

T  he  anguifh  of  my  aching  heart* 

T  hat  1  muft  die,  and  go  to  hell, 

F  rom  God,  and  peace,  and  reft  depart* 

it  But  O,  amidft  thofe  gloomy  views, 

God  s  law  and  jufti.ee  I  rever’d, 

His  mercy  {till  I  did  purfue, 

Tho  mercy  darkly  then  appear’d. 

12  No  help  appear’d,  my  heart  was  (lain, 

And  bow’d,  and  brought  for  to  reiign, 

AVi tli  awful  iilence  there  remain, 

To  wait  for  God’s  unknown  defiga. 

13  But  lo  !  while  in  dread  filence  lay, 

-Mi  old  I  heard  a  heav’nly  voice, 

"1  hat  bears  finds  heavy  load  away. 

And  pointed  to  the  Saviour's  croft. 

H  ^len  in  the  volume  of  the  hook, 

Myjoul  was  led  to  view  and  fee, 

Was  written,  Chrifc  had  undertook 
i  o  pay  fin  s  neavy  debt  for  me* 

M  Away  to  Calv’ry,  I  was  led, 
i  o  view  Chrift  on  the  fatal  tree, 

Who  pray’d,  and  agoniz’d,  and  bled 
Away,  his  precious  life  for  me. 

Fro-i.  V‘eltin?  flcw's  of  love, 

,,V?'n  flow  ”  trough  my:ftuibk’>rc!  To- - 

Wfm  light  divine,  Ih i n ’d  from  above  J 

And  glories  in  Chrift  d:d  behold  ’ 

17  But  O  my  ftamm’ring  tongue  can’. 

What  beauties  in  my  Saviour  meet  ' 

Ipun,  I  cri’d-Hofanna,  fell  " 

Down  at  his  Aiming,  facyed  feet. 
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18  And  there  I  gave  to  Chrift  my  all. 

My  body,  foul,  and  all  my  time, 

And  never  ill  a  11  from  him  recall, 

What  freely  I’ve  to  him  refign’d. 

HYMN  CXLVII.  C.  M. 

The  need  of  Chrifi :  and  Divine  help  the  greatnefx 

of  God . 

fESUS,  thy  gofpel  I  embrace, 

O  come  and  dwell  in  me. 

Sweet  is  thy  voice,  and  work  of  grace, 

Accept  my  faith  in  thee. 

2  Prepare  my  foul,  to  run  its  race 
PI  ere  in  this  world  below  ; 

And  ever  give  me  of  thy  grace, 

Lord  help  to  will  and  do. 

'X  Let  thy  good  fpirit  guide  my  way, 

Yea,  let  it  dwell  with  me, 

Nor  fuller  me  to  go  affray, 

Saviour,  I  trull  in  thee. 

4.  Soon  as  my  race  is  run  may  (lug 
Of  God’s  free  grace  and  love, 

Nor  ceafe  to  ling  of  Chrifi,  my  king, 

Great  God,  in  realms  above. 

<:  Hark  !  hear  the  faints  and  angels  fing, 

In  heaven’s  high  courts  above, 

Salvation  to  our  God  belongs 
And  Chrift  of  faints  belov’d. 

6  Great  is  my  God,  my  all  in  all 
Eternal  is,  I  live, 

For  nothing  moves,  or  (lands,  or  falls,. 

In  worlds,  without  thy  leave. 

1  Firfl  in  thine  own  immenfity* 

To  dwell  for  evermore, 


* 

— —  - 


Yonder,  above  this  azure  fk y, 
bure  angels  thee  adore. 


8  Earth,  heaven  and  hell  fhews  forth  thv  powers 

View  God  in  all  to  be,  r 

Each  day,  and  night,  and  every  hour. 

New  fcenes  of  thine  may  fee. 

9  Behold  what  glories  in  thee  ihine„ 

O  God  of  matchlefs-  fkill,  ’  ' 

Refplendant  are  thy  works  divine. 

Not  one  fhall  fail  thy  will. 

10  In  wifdom  thou  haft  plac’d  them  all. 

Not  one  of  them  recline, 

Gave  them  their  ftation,  and  their  call, 
ftefpedhng  thy  defign. 

1 1  O  matchlefs  power  !  O  glorious  fkill ! 

1  hy  goodnefs  I  adore, 

O  may  I  know  and  do  thy  wil  I, 

Now  and  forever  more. 


H  Y  M  NT  CXLVIII. 

The  call  tf  the gofpel :  &c.  Luke,  xxiv.  47., 

O  my  heralds,  blow  the  trumpet, 

T,  ^  ou nd  my  gofpel  all  around^ 

1  hat  dead  linners  may  be  waked. 

For  to  hear  the  joyful  found. 

nY'lr  'lflln8S’.lIrti‘e,tk!in2s’  ,et  the  tidings, 
Uf  my  grace  and  love  De  known.  , 

2  Preach  repentance  to  all  nations, 
for  remiftion  of  their  fins, 

-He  that  believeth  fhall  be  faved, 

He  that_ don’t  believe  is  darn’d.  fyou 

At  m  wltilyou,  lo  I’m  with  you,  lo  I’m  with 
Always  even  to  the  end.  7  A  m  y‘  tiJ 

V-  2- 


i  fa 


-  *: .  .. '  r.  • 
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3  To  believing,  humbled  fmners 
Preach  my  pard’ning  grace  and  love  ; 

Tell  them,  peace  is  with  my  father, 

In  his  royal  courts  above. 

Through  the  merits,  through  the  merits,  through 
the  merits. 

Of  their  precious  Saviour’s  blood* 

4  Shew  my  conqueft  made  by  dying, 

Yonder,  on  mount  Calvary  hill. 

How  I  fpoil’d  the  powers  of  darknefs, 

When  the  law  I  did  fulfil. 

And  did  triumph,  and  did  triumph,  and  did  tri¬ 
umph, 

O’er  the  gates  of  death  and  helh 

5  Tell  my  children  I’ve  afeendedy 
To  my  father  to  prepare. 

Peaceful  manfions  ftor’d  with  bleffings^ 

Where  I  am,  they  (hall  be  there  ; 

To  enjoy  them,  to  enjoy  them,  to  enjoy  them,, 

And  my  kingdom  they  {hall  {hare. 

6  Under  for  rows  and  reproaches, 

May  thy  love  our  fpirits  raife, 

View  the  judgment  day  approaches, 

Sighs  fhMl  there  be  chang’d  to  praife. 

At  thy  coming,  at  thy  coming,  at  thv  coming,  . 

W  hen  the  proud  ihall  howl  and  gaze. 

7  O  the  tokens  of  thy  coming, 

Dearell  Lord,  we’re  glad  to  fee.  , 

For  to  call  us  to  thy  kingdom, 
t vermore  to.  dwell  with  thee. , 

Hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah, 

Let  us  praife  the  facred  three. 


V  ' 
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HYMN  CXLIX.  S.  M. 


The  weeping  Chriftian , 

’ Y  foul  why  weepeft  thou, 

.  Tell  me  from  whence  arife, 
Thofe  brinv  tears  that  often  flow, 
Thofe  groans  that  pierce  the  fkies. 


2.  Doth  fin  caufe  thy  complaints. 
Or  the  chaftifiing  rod, 

Doit  thou  an  evil  heart  lament. 
And  mourn*  an  a  b  fen  t  God? 


3  Lord  let  me  weep  for  fin. 

And  after  none  but  thee, 

And  then  I  would,  O  that  I  might 
A  conftant  weeper  he. 

4  Did  Chrift  o’er  Sinners  weep, 
And  fhall  my  cheeks  be  dry  ? 

Let  floods  of  penitential  grief, 
Burff  forth  my  weeping  cye3 

5  The  fon  of  God  in  tears, 

Angels  with  wonder  fee, 

Be  thou  afionifh’d  O  my  foul. 

He  fhed  thofe  tears  for  thee0 


6  He  wept  that  you  might  weep, 

Each  fin  demands  a  tear, 

In  heav  n  alone  no  fin  is  found. 

And  there’s  no  weeping  there, 

7  To  the  eternal  three. 

In  will  and  e  fie  nee  one, 

Be  univerfal  homage  paid. 

Co-equal  honors  done. 

HYMN  CL.  L.  M. 

Time  i  ike  an  overflowing  flream, 

S  weeps  all  thefons  of  men  away  ) 


— .  V 


2  7^  Diving  Hymn  s^cr  * 

May  we  in  time  prepare  to  die. 

And  reign  with  Chrift  above  the  iky. 

2  How  fhort  our  life,  it  does  not  ! aft 
But  few  days,  and  then  it’s  paft  ; 

To  God  our  fouls  mult  then  return. 

And  take  their  doom  to  fmile  or  mourn, 

3  Jefus  we  long  to  fee  thy  face,  , 

At  thy  right  hand  to  have  a  place, 

Where  we  fhall  reign  with  thee  in  love* 
In  that  bright  world  of-blifs  above, 

4  There  no  more  forrow  we  (hall  find* 

No  trouble  to  difturb  our  mind  ; 

But  Jefus  there  our  friend  (hall  be* 

And  that  to  all  eternity. 

'  5  Eternity  is  fhort  enough, 

E©  reign  with  God  and  C hrift  above  * 
Where  angels  bow  around  the  throne* 

And  faints  unite  the  joyful  tone. 

6  Glory  to  God  the  father  be* 

And  to  the  holy  one  in  three  ; 

All  praife  in  heaven  is  their  jufi  due* 

On  earth  let  faints  his  praife  renew. 

HYMN  CLL - 

On  the  hardnefs  of  the  heart 

(f~\  FOR  a  glance  of  heav’nly  day, 

To  take  the  flubborn  (tone  away  * 

A  id  thaw  with  beams  of  love  divine, 

1  ins  heart,  this  frozen  heart  of  mine. 

2  "I  lie  rocks  can  rend,  the  earth  can  quake 
Y  he  fea  can  roar,  the  mountains  lhake  ; 
Of  feeling  all  thi  ngs  fhc  w  fome  fign* 

Sat  this  unfeeling  heart  oi  mine. 
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3  Thy  judgments  too  unmov’d  I  hear/ 
(Amazing  thought)  which  devils  fear  ; 
Goodnefsand  wrath  in  vain  combine.. 

To  ftir  this  fiupid  heart  of  mine. 

4  To  hear  the  forrow  thou  haft  felt> 

Dear  Lord,  an  adamant  would  melt. 

But  I  can  read  each  moving  line, 

And  nothing  move  this  heart  of  mine, 

5  But  fomething  yet  can  do  the  deed. 

And  that  dear  fomething  much  I  need  , 

Thy  fpirit  can  from  drofs  refine, 

And  move  and  melt  this  heart  of  mine, 

S*  **  ir.  ^ 

HYMN  CLIP 

The  Eternity  of  God ,  and  Man  s  Mortality.  Pf.  XC, 

LORD,  thou  haft  been  thy  children’s  God. 

All  powerful,  wife,  and  good  and  juft,-. 
In  every  age  their  fafe  abode, 

Their  hope,  their  refuge,  and  their  trufh 

2  Before  thy  word  gave  nature  birth. 

Or  fpread  the  ftarry  heavens  abroad; 

Or  form’d  the  varied  face  of  earth, 

From  everlafting  thou  art  God,. 

3  Great  Father  of  eternity,. 

Flow  fhort  are  ages  in  thy  fight  ! 

A  thou  fa  nd  years  how  f  w  i  ft  they  fly, 

Like  one  ftiQrt  blent  watch  of  nights 

4  Uncertain  life,  how  foon  it  flies  ! 

Dream  of  an  hour,  how  fhort  o\.u  bloom  \ 
Likefpring’s  gay  verdure  now  we  rife. 

Cut  down  ere  night,  lo  fill  the  tomb, 

5  Teach  us  to  count  our  fhortVbug  d .  7? , 

And  with  true  diligence  apply 
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Our  hearts,  to  wifdom’s  facred  ways, 
That  we  may  learn  to  live  and  die. 

6  O  make  our  facred  plea fu res  rife, 

Jn  fweet  proportion  to  our  pains. 

.  3 Till  e’en  the  fad  remembrance  dies. 

Nor  one  uneafy  thought  complains* 

7  ["Let  thy  almighty  work  appear, 
vVith  power  and  evidence  divine  ; 

And  may  the  blifs  thy  fervant  fhare. 
Continued  to  their  children  fliine* 

8  Thy  glorious  image  fair  ImpreH, 

Let  all  our  hearts  and  lives  declare  5 

Beneath  thy  kind  protection  bleff, 

May  all  our  labors  own  thy  care.] 

HYMN  cliii;  c;  M. 

TheGoodnefsofGody  Nahum  L 

'Y7T£  humble  fouls,- ■  approach. your  God,  < 

__  i  W  i t h  fo n gs  of  facred  p  ra i fe, 

Tor  he  is  good,  immenfely  good, 

And  kind  tire  ail  his  ways. 

-2  All  nature- owns  his  guardian  care*  , 

I n  htfn  we  live  and  move  ; 

But  nobler  benefits  declare 
Th  *  wonders  of  his  love. 

3  Ke  gave  his  Son,  his  only  Son, 

1.  o  raiifom  rebel  worms  ; 

Tib  here  he  makes  his  Goodnefs  known 
In  its  diviner  forms, 

4  To  this  dear  Refuge,  Lord,  we  com5, 
Tis.  here  cur  hope  relies  ; 


/-  > 
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A Tafe  defence,  a  peaceful  home, 

When  ftorms  of  trouble  rife. 

5  Thine  eye  beholds  with  kind  regard, 

The  fouls  who  truft  in  thee  ; 

Their  humble  hope  thou  wilt  reward, 

With  blifs  divinely  free. 

•* 

6  Great  God,  to  thy  almighty  love, 

What  honors  ftiall  we  raife  ? 

Not  all  the  raptur’d  fongs  above 
Can  render  equal  praife. 

HYMN  CLIV.  L.  M. 

*The  Loving  kindnefs  cf  the  Lsrd,  Ifa.  Ixiii.  ^ 

AWAKE  my  foul,  in  joyful  lays, 

And  fing  thy  great  redeemer’s  praife. 

He  juftly  claims  a  long  from  me, 

,His  loving  kindnefs  O  how  free  ! 

2  He  faw  me  ruin’d  in  the  fall, 

Yet  lov’d  me  notwithftanding  all  ; 

He  fav’d  me  from  my  loft  eftate, 

His  loving  kindnefs  O  how  great  ! 

3  Tho’  numerous  hofts  of  mighty  foes, 

Tho’  earth  and  hell. my  way  oppofe, 

He  fafely  leads  my  foul  along, 

His  loving  kindnefs  G  how  ftrong  ! 

4  When  trouble  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 

Has  gather’d  thick,  and  thunder’d  loud, 

He  near  ray  foul  has  always  ftood, 

His  loving  kindnefs  O  how  good  ! 

5.  Often  I  feel  my  finful  heart, 

Prone  from  my  Jefus  to  depart  ; 

But  tho’  I  have  him  oft  forgot, 

His  loving  kindnefs  changes  not. 
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6  Soon  (hall  I  pals  the  gloomy  vale, 

Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  mud  fail  ; 
■Oh!  may  my  lad  expiring  breath 
His  loving  kindnefs  fing  in  death  ! 

7  Then  let  me  mount  and  foar  away, 

To  the  bright  world  of  cndlefs  day  ; 

And  fing  with  rapture  and  furprife, 

His  loving  kindnefs  in  the  fkies, 

HYMN  CLV.  C.  M. 

"The  traveller  s  Pfalm. 

HOW  are  thy  fervants  bled,  O  Lord, 
How  fure  is  their  defence  ! 

Eternal  wifdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  Omnipotence. 

2  In  foreign  realms  and  lands  remote, 
Supported  by  thy  care, 

Thro’  burning  climes  they  pafs  unhurt, 
And  breathe  in  tainted  air. 

3  When*  by  the  dreadful  temped  borne, 

;  :  L%h  on  the  broken  wave, 

T  hey  kiyow  thou  art  not  (low  to  hear, 

Nor  impotent  to  fave. 

*  if "  *•  f  ‘  ■.*  r  *V  -  •  r 

4  The  dorm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire. 
Obedient  to  thy  will  : 

The  feathat  roars  at  thy  command, 

At  thy  command  is  dill. 

5  In  hnidd  of  dangers,  fears  and  deaths, 
Thy  goodnefs  we’ll  adore, 

Wed!  praile  thee  for  they  mercies  pad. 
And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

6  Our  life,  while  thou  prd'ferv’ft  that  life. 
Thy  foCf  ifice  Hi  all  b  e  ; 
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And  death,  when  death  fhall  be  our  lot. 

Shall  join  our  fouls  to  thee. 

hymn  clv.  c.  m. 

The  excellency  and  Sufficiency  of  the  Holy  Scriptures 


FAT£ER  of  mercies»  thy  word 
A  VVhat  endlefs  glory  fhines  ! 


- w  ^  1  j 

i*orerer  be  thy  name  ador’d 
Eor  thefe  celeftial  lines. 


2  Here  may  the  wretched  Tons  of  want* 
Exhauftlefs  riches  find; 

Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant. 

And  lafting  as  the  mind.  * 

3  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows. 
And  yields  a  free  renafh, 

Subh’mer  fweels  than  nature  knows 
Invite  the  longing  tafle. 

4  Here  the  Redeemer’s  Welcome  voice. 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around  • 

And  life  and  everlaifting  joys  ’ 

Attend  the  blifsful  found. 

5  ®  may  *hefe  heavenly  pages  be 
My.  ever  dear  delight  ; 

And  dill  . new  beauties  may  I  fee 
And  ftill  increafing  light !  * 

6  Divine  inftru&or,  gracious  Lord, 

^  be  thou  forever  near. 

leach  me  to  love  thy  facred  word. 

And  view  my  Saviour  there. 

HYMN  CL  VI.  L.-M. 

7 he  gofpel  of  Chrif, 

waives  ms  eternal  councils  known  % 


1 8  a  ' 


Divine  Hymns— or, 

Tis  here  his  richcfl  mercy  fhines. 

And  truth  is  drawn  in  faired  lines. 

2  Here  Tinners  of  an  humble  frame 
May  tade  his  grace,  and  learn  his  name  j 
*Tis  writ  in  characters  of  blood 
Severely  jud,  immenfely  good, 

3  Herejcfus,  in  terr  thou  fan  d  ways, 

His  foul  attra&ing  charms  difplays, 

Recounts  his  poverty  and  pains, 

Ami  tells  his  love  in  melting  drains. 

4  Wifdom  its  dictates  here  imparts, 

To  form  our  minds,  to  cheer  our  hearts  ; 

Its  influence  makes  the  dinner  live, 

It  bids  the  drooping  faints  revive, 

5  Our  raging  pafnons  it  controu Is, 

And  comfort  yields  to  contrite  fouls  ; 

It  brings. a  better  world  in  view. 

And  guides  us _ all  our  journey  through, 

6  May  this  bled  volume  ever  lie 
Clofe  to  my  heart,  and  near  my  eye, 

Till  life’s  lad  hour  my  foul  engage. 

And  be  my  chofen  heritage  ! 

HYMN  CL VII  C.  M. 

rtThe  Gofpel  worthy  of  all  acceptation — I  Tim.  1. 

TESUS,  th’  eternal  Son  of  God, 

Whom  Seraphim  obey, 

The  bofom  of  the  Father  leaves', 

And  enters  human  clay. 

Into  our  finful  world  he  comes, 

The  mefTenger  of  grace. 

And  on  the  bloody  tree  expires, 

A.viCUm  in  our  place. 
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3  Tranfgreflbrs  of  the  deeped  dairi 
In  him  falvation  find  : 

His  blood  removes  the  fouled  guilt, 

His  fpirit  heals  the  mind. 

4  Our  Jefus  hives  from  fin  and  hell, 
His  words  are  true  and  fure, 

And  on  this  rock  our  faith  may  red 
Immoveable  fecure. 

5  O  let  thefe  tid  ings  be  receiv’d 
With  universal  joy, 

And  let  the  high  angelic  praife 
Our  tuneful  powers  employ  ! 

6x  u  Glory  to  God  who  gave  his  Son 
“  To  bear  our  fhame  and  pain  : 

“  Hence  peace  on  earth,  and  grace  to  m 
“  In  endlfefs  Weffings  reign.” 

HYMN'  CL VI II;  c.  M. 

Sup  fort  m  God's  Covenant  under  trouble. 

xxiii.  5. 

MY  God,  the  cov’nant  of  thy  love 
Abides  fore\  rer  fure, 

And  in  its  matchlefs  grace  I  feel 
My  happinefs  fecure. 

2  What  tho’  my  houfe  be  not  "with  thee 
^As  nature  could  defi re  ? 

To  nobler  joys  than  nature  gi  ves. 

Thy  fervants  all  afpire.  ^ 

3  Since  thou,  the  everlaftihg  God, 

My  father  art  become  ; 
jefus,  my  guardian  and  my  friend? 

And  heaven  my  final  home. 

4  I  welcome  all  thy  fov’reign  will  • 

Tor  all  that  will  is  love  ; 
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And  when  I  know  not  what  thou  doft, 

I  wait  the  light  above. 

5  Thy  covenant  the  laft  accent  claims 
Of  this  poor  faltering  tongue  ; 

And  that  fhall  the  firff  notes  employ. 

Of  my  celeflial  fong. 

HYMN  CLIX.  L.  M. 

It  l s  fin  ijhed- — J  oh  n  x  i  x .  30. 

^jj'T  S  fin  idl’d,  fo  the  Saviour  cri’d, 

^  A  And  meekly  bow’d  his  head  and  di’d5 
1  is  fin  idl’d — yes,  the  race  is  run, 

.The  battle  fought,  the  vidFry  won. 

Q,  ’Tis  finifh’d —  all  that  heaven  decrc’d. 
And  all  the  ancient  prophets  faid 
Is  now  fulfill’d,  as  was  defign’d, 
in  me  tire  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  3 1' is  finifh’d —  Aaron  now  no  more 
Mull  ftain  his  robes  with  purple  goar  s 
The  fac  red  veil  is  rent  in  twain, 

And  Jswiffi  rites  no  more  remain. 

4  3Tis  finifh’d — this  my  dying  groan 
Shall  fins  of  every  kind  atone  : 

Add  Hons  fliall  be  redeem’d  from  death, 

By  this  my  lad  .expiring  breath. 

5  3  Fis  finifh’d — Heav’n  is  reconcil’d 
And  all  the  powers  of  darknefs  fpoil’d  ; 
Peace,  love  and  happinefs  again 
Return  and  dwell  with  finfulmen. 

6  ’Tis  finifh’d — l<^t  the  joyful  found 
Be  heard  thro’  all  the  nations  round  ; 

3 Tis  finifh’d — lei  the  echo  fly 

Thro’  heaven  and  hell,  thro’  earth  and  Iky* 
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HYMN  LX  L.  M. 

Leaving  the  World*'  •  4 

ARE  WELL  vain  world,  I  mud  be  gone. 
I  have  no  home  nor  (lay  in  thee  ; 

I’ll  take  my  ftaflf  and  travel  on 
Till  I  a  better  world  can  fee,  • 


2  Why  art  thou  loth  my  heart,  O  why 
Dod  thou  recoil  within  my  bread  ; 

Grieve  not  but  fay,  farewell,  and  fly 
Unto  the  ark  my  dove  there’s  red; 

3  I  come  my  Lord  a  pilgrim’s  pace,  - 
Weary  and  weak  I  Holy  move  ; 

Longing  but  yet  can’t  reach  the  place, 

The  gladfome  place  of  red  above.  - 

4  I  come  my  Lord  the  floods  here  rife, 

Thefe  troubl’d  feas  foam  nought  but  mire  ; 

My  dove  back  to  my  bofom  flies, 

Farewell  poor  world  heav’n’s  my  defire. 


5  Stay,  day,  faid  earth,  whether  fond  one, 
Here’s  a  fair  world,  what  would’d  thou  have  } 
Fair  world  O  no,  thy  beauty’s  gone, 

A  heav’nly  Cana’11  Lord  I  crave. 


6  Thus  the  ancient  trav’lers  thus  they. 
Weary  of  earth  figh’d  after  thee  ; 
They’re  gone  before  I  mud  not  day, 
Till  I  both  thee  and  them  may  fee. 


Put  on  my  foul  put  on  with  fpeed, 
Tho’  the  way  be  long  the  end  is  fvveet 
nee  more  poor  world  farewell  indeed, 
In  leaving  thee  my  Lord  I  meet. 
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hymn  clxi.  c.  m. 

Keep  Clofe  to  Jefus  and  he  fafe  from  harm 

AS  when  the  child  fecure  of  harms. 
Hangs  at  the  mother’s  bread  ; 

Sate  folded  in  her  anxious  arms, 

Receiving  food  and  red. 

2  And  while  through  many  a  painful  path* 
i  he  trav’ling  parent  fpeeds  ; 

The  fearlefs  babe  with  pa  dive  faith, 

Lies  dill  and  yet  proceeds. 

3  Should  fome  fhort  dart  his  quiet  break, 

He  fondly  drives  to  fling 
His  little  arms  about  her  neck, 

And  teems  to  clofer  cling. 

4  R°°r  child  paternal  love  alone, 

Prefer ves  thee  fird  and  lad  ; 

Phy  parent’s  arms  and  not  thy  own, 

Are  thole  that  hold  the  fad. 

5  So  fouls  that  would  to  Jefus  prefs, 

And  hear  his  fecret  call ; 

Mud  ev’ry  fair  pretention  leave, 

And  let  the  Lord  be  all. 

6  Keep  clofe  to  me  thou  helplefs  fheep, 

The  fhepherd  fbftlv  cries  ; 

Lord  tell  me  what  ’tis  clofe  to  keep, 

The  lifPning  dieep  replies. 

7  Thy  whole  dependence  on  me  fix. 

Nor  entertain  a  thought  ; 

Thy  wortldefs  fcheems  with  mine  to  mix, 
But  venture  to  be  nought. 

8  Pond  felf  dire&ion  is  a  Hi  elf, 

T  by  drength  th\  wifdom  dee  ; 

W;  ien  thou  art  nothing  in  thy  felf, 

Thou  then  art  clofe  to  me. 
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HYMN  CLXII.  L.  M. 

The  fuperlative  love  of  the  Redeemer . 

OME  let  me  love  or  is  my  mind 
Hard’nedto  (lone  or  froze  to  ice  \ 

1  faw  the  blelfed  fair  one  bend, 

And  (loop  t’ embrace  me  from  the  fkies® 

2  O  ’tis  a  thought  would  melt  a  rock,  , 
And  make  a  heart  of  iron  move, 

That  thofe  fweet  fip.s  that  hcav’nly  look* 
Should  feck  and  wifh  a  mortal’s  love. 

3  I  was  a  traitor  doom’d  to  fire, 

Bound  to  fuftain  eternal  pain  ; 

He  flew  on  wings  of  ftrong  defire 
Affum’d  my  guilt  and  took  my  chain. 

4  Did  ever  pi  tty  (loop  fo  low, 

Drefs’d  in  divinity  and  blood  ; 

Was  ever  rebels  courted  fo, 

With  groans  of  an  expiring  God. 

5  Amazing  grace  Almighty  charms  ; 
Stand  in  amaze  ye  whirling  fkies  $ 

Jefus  the  God  with  naked  arms  ; 

Hangs  on  a  crofs  of  love  and  dies. 

6  Sure  1  mud  love  or  are  my  ears, 

Slill  deaf  nor  w  ill  my  pafiions  moye| 

Mine  eyes  fhall  melt  away  to  tears  ; 

This  heart  fhall  yield  to  death  or  love. 

HYMN  CLXII1.  C.  M 

The  prefence  cf  God  worth  dying  for* 

T  ORD  ’tis  an  infinite  delight^  . 

JU  To  fee  thy  lovely  face  ; 

To  dwell  w'hole  ages  in  thy  fight, 

And  feel  thy  vital  rays, 
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2  Thy  way  is  to  the  upright  flrength* 
Lord  make  it  fo  to  me, 

That  never  lireing  with  the  length. 

My  foul  may  reach  to  thee. 

3  Now  let  me  rife  and  join  their  Tong,. 

And  be  an  angel  too  ; 

My  heart,  myhand,  my  ear,  my  tongue^ 
Here  s  joyful  work  for  you,  " 

4  I  would  begin  the  mode  here. 

And  fo  my  foul  fhould  rife  ; 

Oh  for  fome  heav’nly  notes  to  bear 
My  fpirit  to.the  fkies.  . 

5  There  ye  that  love  my  Saviour  fit! 
There  i  would  fain  have  place, 

Amongh  your  thrones,  or  at  your  feet, 

So  I  mightTee  his  face. 

6  O  may  my- humble  fpirit  hand, 
Amongft  them  cloth’d  in  white  ; 

The  meanefl  place  at  God  s  right  hand. 

Is  infinite  delight. 

7  Then  fhall  our  love  and  joy  be  full. 

And  (eel  a  warmer  dame  ;  ^ 

And  Tweeter  voices  tune  thefon^ 

Or  Mofes  and  the  lamb  . 

3  Jefus  the  Lord  their  harps  employ,  , 
jAu's  my  love  they  finer,  . 
j  ■  i * s  th~  name.  of  all  my  joys, 

Sotfnds  fweet  on  ev’ry  firing, 

9  O  ay  [  bear  fomc  humble  part, 

<  -r  immortal  fong  ; 

/v  n  '  r  and  j  toy  s  fhall  tune  my  heart 
An.]  love  com  man  liny  tongue* 
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HYMN  CLXIV.  C.  M. 

Z  i  on  and  the  Lamb . 

1SE  Zion  fhine,  thy  light  is  come, 

The  glor’ous  day’s  begun  ; 

Thofe  beams  we  fee  how  bright  they  be. 
Dart  from  the  glor’ous  fun.4 

2  Of  right-coufnefs  that  rifiag  is. 

The  day  doth  dawn  apace  ; 

Thofe  fongs  of  praife  we  hear  a-davs 
Of  Chri"ft  and  his  free  grace.  . 

g  ^re  tokens  plain,  the  Lamb  once  (lain 
Is  ha dn i n g  to  his  th r o n e  ; 

The  bride  doth  fay  come  hade  away, , 

My  dear  beloved  one. 

4-  T  he.  faints  reioice  the  turtle’s  voice. 

Is  heard  vvi  thin  our  land  ; 

The  hundred  forty  four  thoufand, 

Doth  on  mefimt  Zion  (land. 

r;  And  there  they  fing  to  Chrift  their  king,  . 
With  fongs  of  fuch  a  drain  ; 

That  there  are  none  but  ihofe  alone, 

For  whom  the  Lanb  was  (lain. 

6  Can  learn  the  fong  the  faints  do  fing, 
The  fong  of  Mofcs  now 

Are  laid  afide  by  the  lamb's  bride, 

For  ’tis  a  note  below. 

7  Ye  taught  ones  of  the  Lord  fing  praife, 

To  th’  Lamb  upon  the  throne  ; 

For  it  was  he  taught  you  and  me, 

To  fing  the  Lamb’s  new  fong. 

HYMN  CLXV.  L.  M. 

Sv.  ii  ts  welcome  to  heaven>  their  heme? 

COME  we  that  love  the  Lord  indeed, 

Who  are  from  fin  and  bondage  (reed 
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Submit  to  all  the  ways  of  God, 

And  walk  this  narrow  happy  road* 

2  Great  tribulation  you  fhall  meet, 

;-p,U  fooln,ft1?U  walk  the  golden  ftreet, 

YetTfh-f  T/  3nd  vent  her  fpite, 
JTet  Chnft  will  fave  his  heart’s  delight. 

V%  W:i'‘  f°0n  appear’ 

vvnen  Gabr  el  s  trumpet  you  (hall  hear, 

^.^  wough  the  earth,  yea  down  to  he!!/. 
1  o  call  the  nations  great  and  fmall. 

4  Behold  the  Ikies  in  bm-ninv  flame, 
i  he  trumpet  louder  ftill  proclaims  ; 

t.™  r'  0rld  I”uft  hear  and  know  their  doom; 

4  aic  leparation  now.  is  come, 

5  Behold,  the  righteous  marching  home, 

W  •? a  ???ds  bid  them  come  ; 

Wmld  Chnft  the  judge  their  joy  proclaims 

ri ■  ■  rp  pp--noo  t  < mL 


•re  comes 


-my  faints,  I  own  tifair  'names! 


\ 


r% 

\»  a 


*'  4 .  '  V'J!  lafti n g  doors  fly  wide, 

M-:ke  room  for  to  receive  my  bride  ; 

Xc  harps  of  heav’n  come  found  aloud, 
Here  comes  the  pm  chafe  of  my  blood. 

7  Ih  grandeur  fee  the  royal  line, 

Whpfe  g.Iit’ring  robes  the  lun  outlhine 
•.v-ejamts  and  angels  join  in  one,  • 

And  march  in  fplendor  round  the  thron 

\  £j]cj  i«  wonder  and  look  on, 

Ann  join  in  one  eternal  fong  ; 

4 g.V  ?rcat  redeemer  to  admire, 

-‘  kt  lie  rapture  fets  their  hearts  on  fire, 

IT  Y  M  N  ^  CLXVI.  .  C.  . 

T4/1  convert  m  bis  du4y>  makes  aU  joyous 

vIoUS  angels  do  rejoice, 

\Jf  ■  When  fmmis  turn  to  God  y 


_A* : 
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r3Let  us  unite  with  cheerful  voicep 
And  fing  unto  the  Lord. 

2  Chrift  Jefus  unto  Jordan  camef 
To  be  baptiz’d  of  John  ; 

A  voice  from  heaven  did  proclaim? 
*Tis  my  beloved  Son. 

3  Jefus  his  fervants  fent  about., 

H  is  gofpel  to  make  known  ; 

For  to  baptize  the  world  throughout, 
All  them  who  do  him  own. 


4  Lord  we  have  now  before  our  eyes, 
One  that  doth  fet  his  hand, 

To  ferve  the  Lord,  to  be  baptiz’d, 

As  thou  didlt  give  command. 

5  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above* 

For  his  abounding  grace  ; 

Is  this  the  token  of  his  love, 

To  us  a  guilty' race. 

6  Let  us  improve  our  tongues  to  fing, 
The  praifes  of  the  Lord  ; 

For  calling  Tinners  home  to  him, 

Ey  his  all-powerful  word. 


HYMN  CLXVII.  C.  M. 


To fmg  going  to  the  water  for  B  apt  fra  - 


MINE  ears  delighted  with  the  found, 
It  breaks  the  filcnt  air  ; 

It  rings  melod’ous  all  around. 

It  cords,  I  hear  no  jarr. 

How  beautiful  the  faints  appear* 
They’re  to  the  water  bound  ; 
li  his  is  the  voice  that  I  do  hear, 

Vv  ith  fongs-  their  joys  are  crown’  d* 
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3  In  oid  ly  ranks  they  (lowly  m®ve* 

And  praife  their  mighty  king  * 

All  folemn  faces  full  of  love, 

Adoring  while  they  fing. 

4  I  fee  the  heav’mborn  'Candidate* 

With  wonder  and  furprife  ; 

Say’ng  why  me  Lord,  IVe  come  fo  late. 
And  tears  roll  from  his  eyes. 

5  But  (till  he  fills  a  humble  place, 

Amidft  thofe  folemn  ranks  ; 

They  walk  down  to  the  water- fide* 

And  hail  fweet  jordan’s  banks. 

6  The  watchman  prays  a  charming  found* 
Then  takes  him  by  the  hand  ; 

Bright  Seraphs  hover  all  around, 

And  by  God’s  Children  fend. 

7  They  both  ftep  foftly  in  the  fkeam 
The  waters  rolling  by  ; 

Then  under  water  plunges  him, 

He  cries  my  friends  come  nigh* 

S  I’ll  tell  you  what  fweet  thrift  hath  done, 
He  fav’d  my  foul  from  death  ; 

Then  from  the  waters  ftraight  he  Comes, 
With  praiie  in  ev’ry  breath, 

H  YMN  CLXVIIL  L.  M. 

The  fhepherds  care . 

TESUS  mypafture  fh all  prepare, 

And  feed  me  with  a  iliepherd’s  care  5 
His  prefence  will  rny  wants  fupply. 

And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye* 

2  My  noon-day  walks  he  (hall  attend, 

And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend.. 

When  in.  the  fultry  glebe  1  faint, 

Or  on  the  thirfty  mountain  pant. 
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3  To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads, 

Mv  weary  wand’ring  fteps  he  leads. 
Where  peaceful  rivers  foft  and  flow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landfcape  flow. 

d.  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overfpread  ; 

My  fteadfafl:  heart  fliall  fear  no  ill. 

For  thou  O  Lord  art  with  me  ftill. 

5  Thy  friendly  ftaff fliall  give  me  aid. 

And  guide  me  through  the  dreary  fhade  ; 
Though  in  a  hare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  ftray. 

6  Thy  bounty  fliall  my  pains  beguile, 

1  ne  barren  wildernefs  fliall  fmile  ; 

With  fudden  greens  and  herbage  crown’d 
And  ftreams  fliall  murmur  all  .round 

HYMN  CLXIX.  L.  M. 

God  s  glory  proclaim'd  in  the  heavens* 

THE  fpacious  firmament  on  high. 

With  all  the  blue  etherial  fky  - 
The  fpangling  heav’ns  a  fhining  frame, 
i  neir  grsaf  original  proclaim. 

■L  unwear  ed  fun  from  day  to  day, 
Uoes  his  creator  s  power  defplay, 

And  publishes  to  every  land, 

x  he  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

3  Soon  as  the  evening  fhades  prevail, 

,  he  nioon  takes  i;p  the  wond’rous  tale  ; 
And  nrghtly  to  the  liftning  earth, 

Repeats  the  (lory  of  her  birth.' 

1  ^  n'ft, ail  lhe  ftars  t'lat  r@und  her  burn, 
.x,nd  all  the  planets  in  thir  ttur  n- 
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Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  fpread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole0 

5  What  though  in  folemn  filence  all 
'  Move  round  the  dark  tereftrial  ball  ; 

What  though  no  real  voice  nor  found 
Amidft  their  radiant  orbs  be  found. 

0  In  reafon’s  ear  they  all  rejoice. 

And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice  , 
forever  Tinging  as  they  fhine, 

Tlie  hand  that  made  them  is  divine. 

HYMN  CLXX  L.  M. 

A  young  man  called  to  preach  when  18  years  ofa&e9 
being  Converted  when  about  12  :  Calls  his  fellow 

Youth . 

O'  AR  K  carelefs  youth  and  hear  me  tell* 

;g-  ^  I  was  a  rebel  bound  to  hell  ; 

Bu.t  God's  free  mercy  did  abound, 

And  heav’n  encircl’d  me  around, 

2  In  fin  I  didmvfelf  employ, 

My  heav’nly  peace  for  to  deftroy  ; 

Pray  youth  don’t  do  as  I  have  done, 

Such  dreadful  hazard  for  to  run. 

3  Sure  eighteen  years  and  more  I  loft. 

Before  I  took  my  Saviour’s  crofs  ; 

Divine  companion  turn’d  my  mind, 

And  confolation  I  did  find. 

4  And  now  I  chufe  to  wear  the,  crofs. 

All  that  I  had  I  count  but  lofs  ; 

And  in  the  gofpel  mean  to  {land. 

And  pieach  it  through  this  barren  land. 

S'  Come  now  dear  youth  the  Son  embrace, 

Bow  to  hh  feet  yea  kifs  his  face  ; 

He’ll  he  to  you  a  friend  yea  more, 

Will  fave  you  from  the  fiery  fliore. 


* .  . 
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Your  body  in  th 
Your  foul  mud  mount  to 
Your  final  doom  and  fentence  there. 


/ 


7  Toheav’nly  joys  you’ll  enter  in, 

Gr  have  the  merits  of  your  fin  ; 

You ’l!  praife  the  name  of  Jefus  there, 

Or  fink  to  rigions  of  defpair. 

HYMN  CLXXI.  C.  M, 
The  Conflict . 

H  !  me  my  heart’s  the  feat  of  wa 
Two  armies  there  appear  ; 

Satan  has  drawn  his  forces  up, 

M/G  ad  my  ftrengtk  draw  near. 

2  T'ie  fl  fh  and  fpirit  do  contend, 

For  this  weak  foul  of  mine  ; 

Two  worlds  in  competition  (land, 

Lord  five  me  I  am  thine.  x 

3  The  foul  upon  the  wing  of  faith, 
Strews  triumphs  in  his  way  ; 

But  ftraight  a  guilty  thought  breaks  ° 
And  migles -night  with  day, 

4  My  evidences  fhould  be  clear, 

But  ah  !  the  blots  of  fin 

Turn  cheering  hopes  to  fadning  fea 
And  make  black  doubts  within. 

5  The  laws  of  fin  and  grace  will 
Both  dwelling  in  one  room 

The  faints  expat!  perpet’al 
Till  they  art  fent  for  h 

6  Altho’  thefe  combats 
They  fhould  not  cal!  you. 
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God  wiil  give  grace  to  hold  out  here. 

And  glory  tor  a  crown. 

HYMN  clxxii.  c.  m. 

-Or  « foft  heart. 

-p,  .  ~  is  harder  than  a  hone, 

,  *iat  ri^es  up  to  play. 

And  neer  with  forrow  thinks  upon 
1  he  fins  0/  yeherday. 

2  The  lad  night’s  failures  well  mirdu  make 
r  Ipheywere  duly  fcann’d,  ° 

p1  rock,  each  tinner’s  heart  to  ache, 
a  or  faints  are  daily  tann’d. 

3  HnPrf  ltfl0r  ff’ft  my  frozen  heart> 
iiow  little,  little  love, 

i  owe  thee  all  fcarce  pay  thee  part, 

^10P  f° ftnefs  from  above, 

4  If  thou  withhold  a  little  foao 
„  Withhold  not  very  long;1'  " 

Scnddown  tihe.  melting  dews  of  grace, . 

1  h  ie*~id  thee-  up  a  fong. 

J  Md*ce  my  heart  fofter  fofter  ffil I, 

Me  like  thy  mourning  dove, 

I  mourn  becaufe  I  cannot  mourn, 
lotvc  Loid  thou  know ’if  1  love. 

6  Make  my  heart  fofter  fofter  dill, 

I  hat  hv  -thy  gracious  hand, 

A-  deep  imp  re  hi  on  may  be  made, 
h,  on  iro  n  the  leaf!  command. 


HYMN  CLXXII  I. 

Pride . 

INNUMERABLE  foes, 

A  Attack  tire  child  ot  God  ; 
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He  feels  within  the  weight  of  fin, 

A  grievous  galling  lead. 

2  Temptations  too  without. 

Of  various  kinds  affault  ; 

Sly  fnares  befet  his  trav’ling  feet. 

And  makes  him  often  halt. 

3  From  finner  and  from  faint, 

He  meets  with  many  a  blow  ; 

His  own  bad  heart  creates  him  fmar t. 
Which  only  God  can  know. 

4  But  tho’  the  hoft  of  hell. 

Be  neither  weak  nor  fmall  ; 

One  mighty  foe  deals  dang’rous  woe, 
And  hurts  beyond  them  all. 

5  ’Tis  pri4e,  accurfed  pride, 

That  fpir’t  by  God  abhor 'd  ; 

Do  what  we  will  it  haunts  us  Hill, 

And  keeps  us  from  the  Lord. . 

6  It  blows  its  pif’nous  breath. 

And  bloats  the  foul  with  air  ; 

The  heart  uplifts  with  God’s  own  gifts. 
And  makes  e’en  grace  a  fnarc. 

7  Awake — nay  while  we  fleep/. 

In  all  we  think  or  fpeak  ; 

It  puffs  us  glad,  torments  us  fad. 

Its  hold  we  cannot  break. 

8  In  other  ills  we  find,  > 

The  hand  of  heav’n  not  flack  ; 

Pride  only  knows  to  interpofe. 

And  keep  our  comforts  back. 

9  ’Tis  hurtful  when  perceiv’d, 

When  not  perceiv’d  ’tis  worfc  \ 
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Unfeen  or  feen  it  dwells  within, 

And  works  by  fraud  or  force.  * 

lo  Againft  its  influence  pray, 

It  mingles  with  thepray’r  ; 

AgainfHt  preach,  it  prompts  the  fpeech 
Be  filqnt,  (till  his  there. 

xi  This  moment  while  I  write, 

I  feel  its  pow’r  within  ; 

My  keart  it  draws  to  feek  applaufe, 

And  mixes  all  with  fin. 

12  Thou  meek  and  lovely  Lamb. 

This  haughty  tyrant  kill  ; 

1  hat  wounded  thee  tho’  thou  waft  fr 
And  grieves  thy  fpirit  ftill. 

13  Our  condefcending  God, 

To  whom  elfe  fhall  we  go  ; 

Remove  our  pride  whate’er  betide,, 

And  lay  and  keep  us  low. 

14  Thy  garden  is  the  place, 

Where  pride  can  not  intrude  ; 

For  fhould  it  dare  to  enter  there, 

5  T would  foon  be  drown’d  in  bipod. 

H  Y  M  M  CLXX1V. 

Tbs  ajjaults  of  Jin. 

LUKE- warm  fouls  the  foe  groes  ftronge 
See  what  hafts  your  Camp  fur  round, 
Ai  n  to  battle  lay  no  longer, 

Hark  the  fil  ver  trumpet’s  found. 

Wake  ye  fieepers  wake  what  mean  you, 
Sin  befets  you  round  about  ; 

Up  and  fearch  the  world’s  within  you  ; 
flay  or  chafe  the  traitors  out. 

What  enchants  you  pelf  orpleafure  ? 

2  Pluck  right  eyes  with  right  hands  part  ; 
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Afk  your  confcience  where's  yrnar  t/eafure 
For  be  certain  there’s  your  heart. 

Give  the  frowning 'foe  no  credit, 

So  the  bloody  hags  until  rid  ; 

That  -bale  heart  the,->ord  has  faid  it9. 

JLoves  not  God  that  loves  the  world 

3  God  and  mammon  oh  be  wifer  ! 

_  Serve  them  both  it  cannot  be  ; 
iLaie  war  rare  faint  and  mifer, 

Timle  will  never  well  agree. 

Shun  the  fhame  of  foullv  falling, 

Cumber’d  captives  clogg’d  with  day  5 
Prove  your  fauh  make  lure  your  calling^ 

Wield  the  fword  and  win  the  day.  * 

Forward  prefs  towards  perfection, 

Watcn  and  pray  and  all  things  prove 
Seek  to  know  your  God’s  election , 

Search  his  everlading  love. 

Oiead  back  Hiding,  fcorn  dcflembling;. 

Now  falvation’s  near  in  view  ; 
yv  orK:  it  out  with  fear  and  trembling; 

Tis  your  God  that  works  in  you . 

w  J 

HYMN  CLXXV; 

The  Paradox. 

OW  ftrange  is  the  courfe  that  a  chriftba 
mud:  deer, 

How  perplext  is  the  path  he  mud  tread 

1  he  hope  of  his  happi  hefs  rifes  from  fear* 

And  his  life  he  receive’s  from  the  dead.  * 

2  His  faired:  pretentions  mud  wholly  be  wav’d 

And  his  bed  refolutions  be  croft  ■  7 

fx,P.ea  to  b2  perfeaiy  fay’d,. 

d  id  he  finds  him fe If  utterly  loft, 
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When  all  this  is  done  and  his  heart  is  allur'd. 

Of  the  total  remiffion  of  fin  ; 

When  his  pardon  is  feal’d  and  his  peace  is  procur’d* 
From  that  moment  his  eonflidf  begins, 

hymn  clxxvi. 

EGON E  unbelief, 

My  Saviour  is  near,' 

And  for  my  relief, 

Will  furely  appear. 

By  pray’r  let  me  wreftle. 

And  he  will  perform, 

With  Chrift  in  the  veflel, 

I  fmile  at  the  dorrm 

2  Though  dark  be  my  way, 

Since  he  is  my  guide, 

?Tis  mine  to  obey, 

Mi*  his  to  provide. 

Though  eiderns  be  broken^ 

And  creatures  all  fail. 

The  word  he  has  fpoken. 

Will  furely  prevail.  . 

3  His  love  in  time  pad, 

Forbids  me  to  think, 

He  hi  leave  meat  lad. 

In  trouble  to  fink 
-  Each  fvv'eet  ebenezar  * 

4-*.  ■  A*  . 

1  have  in  review, 

Con  nr, ns  his  good  pleafure, 

1  evh t  i  p  me  quite  t  hr ough * 

4.  Determin'd  to  lave,  • 

He  watch’d  o'er  rhy  path^ 

When,  fatan's  blind  nave, 

I  f ported  with  death. 

And  can  he  have  taught  me 
To  trull  in  his  name. 


1. 
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And  thus  far  have  brought  me? 

To  put  me  to  lhame. 

5  Why  fhould  I  complain  j 
Of  want  or  diflrefs,- 

Temptations  or  pain?., 

He  told  me  no  lefs. 

The  heirs  of  falvation, 

I  know  from  his  word, 

i  h  rough  much  tribulation*, 

Mud  follow  their  Lord, . 

6  How  bitter  that  cup, 

No  heart  can  conceive,, 

Which  he  drank  quite  up* 

That  fi nn e rs  m  igh 1 1  i  v e . . 

His  way  was  much  ruffer,  ? 

And  darker  than  mine, , 

Did  Jefus  thus  fuffer, 

And  fit  all  I  repine, 

J  Since  all  tlat  I  meet* 

Shall  work  for,  my  good, . 

The  bitter  is  fweet,  * 

The  m eel 'cine  is  food. 

Though  painful  at  prefent, 

’Twill  ceafe  before  long, , 

And  then  oh  how  pfeafant 
The  conqueror’s  fong,. 

HYMN  CLXXVir.  L. 

If  rad's  tVarrhrs. 

RAW  near  ye  boafters  bear  me  tell 
Of  I  frael ’s  warriors  in  the  field  ; 

.Mow  by  their  hand  their  foes  have  fell. 
When  they  have  girded  on  the  fhield’ 

Fin't  think  of  David  lovely  youth, 
Who  play’d  the  man  and  did  his  part  j 
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He  throw  *d  Gath’s  monger  in  the  fields 
This  was  the  man  after  God’s  heart, 

3  Adino  flew  eight  hundred  men, 

With  his  own  fpear  they  fell  out  right 

This  at  one  time  the  conquerer  did, 

So  we  will  fpeak  of  the  Ezmite* 

4  Eleazar  did  cut  his  way. 

He  11  ew  an  army  all  alone  ; 

His  hand  unto  his  fword  did  cleave, 

This  mighty  forc’d  them  loud  to  groan* 

5  Shammah  he  was  a  variant  man, 

He  fought  a  troop  when  Ifrael  fled  ; 

The  Lord  by  him  falvation  wrought, 

The  ground  he  cover’d  with  the  dead* 

6  Abifhai  Hew  hundreds  three, 

And  gain’d  a  name  among  the  great, 

He  flew  the  giant  Ifhbibenob, 

And  many  more  great  a£ts  of  weight* 

7  Among  the  red  hear  Samfon’s  feats, 

( With  th’  jaw-bone  of  an  afs  he  kill’d  ; 
The  P/uiiitines  lay  heaps  on  heaps, 

Then  I  frael’s  judges  flation  fill'd* 

8  Benaiah  a  worthy  man,. 

T  wo  men  like  lions  fought  and  flew  p 
Down  to  a  pit  went  all  alone, 

And  kill’d  a  lion  in  time  of  fnow. 

2  Now  t  ime  would  fail  to  fpeak  of  all. 

Of  Gideon  Barak  and  Jephtha  too  \ . 

The  prophets  Daniel  and  Samuel, , 

By  faith  great  kingdoms  did  fubdue* 

3  0  Bat  what  is  more  than  all  that’s  faicl. 

Is  this  to  lee  a  chriftran  fight  ; 

Again!!  the  Devil  felf  and  fin, 

And  put  thcfc  helliih  foes  to  flight-: 
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.21  The  man  that  fights  in  heavVs  caufc 
Mufl  never  run  nor  quit  the  field  ; 

But  bold  and  joyful  take  the  crofs, 

Come  life  or  death  he  mufl  not  yield. 

12  God’s  miniffers  like  thund’ring  guns. 

Snail  beat  their  lofty  babels  down  \ 

His  faints  are  warr’ors  ev’ry  one, 

Andfv’ry  one  fhall  wear  a  crown. 

13  Whoe’er  he  be  that  fin  doth  flay, 

His  name  through  heaven’s  courts  fhall  ring. 

A  robe  of  righteoufnefs  fhall  wear, 

Drink  of  neither  and  upper  fprings. 

H  Y  M  N  CLXXVIII.  C.  M. 


GOME  brethren  let  us  join  and  fing, 

And  tell  what  Chrift  has  done  ; 

Who  iav  dour  fouls  from  hell  and  finr 
By  his  free  grace  alone. 

2  The  angelic  hoff  he  patted  by, 

Anu  fet  his  Jove  on  man  \ 

Left  glory  and  come  down  to  die. 

Our  fouis  for  to  redeem. 

3  We  ve  heard  his  voice,  we  know  the  found 
We  featt  upon  his  love  ; 

The  bletted  fpirit  has  come  down., 

To  witnefs  him  above. 


4  *s  our  Prophet,  Priefl  and  Kinpp 
Whom  we  unfeen  adore  ; 

Therefore  we’ll  praife,  and  talk,  and  fins 
wi  .him  for  evermore. 


Our  fellowship 
With  Father  ai 
■And  to  him  h 
'hat  we  m 
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6  That  we  his  name  may  glorify, 

In  his  probation  (late  ; 

And  in  his  promifes  rely. 

And  for  his  coming  wait. 

7  And  when  our  tribulation’s  o’er, 

_  And  trouble  with  us  ceafe  ; 

We  (hall  arive  on  Cana’n’s  fhore. 

And  fee  him  as  he  is,  * 

j 

8  And  when  our  faith  and  hope  does  ceafe. 

And  we  leave  off  to  pray  ; 

T.  he  love  or  Chrift  will  then  increafe, 

To  everlafting  day. 

HYMN  CLXXIX. 

COME  brethren  let’s  fing  of  Jefus  our  King, 
Who  di’d  for  tofave  us  from  hell  &  our  fin 

'2  We  ve  hear  d  his  fweet  voice  and  have  mad{ 
him  our  choice  ; 

W e’ve  felt  a  free  pardon  fo  we  will  rejoice. 

3^  His  mice  we  well  know  and  to  him  we’ll  gi 
l' or  grace  and  for  glory  which  he  will  befiow 

4  He  calls  us  his  fheep  and  engages  to  keep 
Our  fouls  from  all  danger  awake  or  afleep. 

5  My  Father  find  he  is  greater  than  me, 

And  he  will  protect  us  wherever  we  be. 

There  s  notning  that  can  pluck  us  from  hi 
hand, 

or  the  voice. of  a  ftranger  we  can’t  underltand 

7  3ut  ^ee  ^om  his  way  and  make  no  delay, 

Jfor  wolves  in  fheep’s  cloathing  can’t  make  ui 
their  prey. 

^ his  loce  grace  we  il  run  .cn  our  race 
-ill  we  come  to  glory  to  fee  our.’ Lord’s  face.; 

9  /v  Mere,  all  our  whole^ahn  will  be  to  proclain 
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The  fweet  Tong  of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb  tha‘ 
was  (lain. 

i o  And  there  we  fhall  fee  thro’  the  great  myftery 
How  God  dwelt  in  flelh  for’twill  manifeft  be. 

,’M'  So  our  joys  will  Increafe  and  never  more  ceafe 
But  on  his  tree  love  fhall  eternally  feaft. 

^  C  cannP*  pretend  for  to  comprehend 
All  the  wonders  in  glory,  fo  amen  and  amen. 


HYMN  CLXXX.  C. 

A  hymn  for  the  Lord's  /upper, 

THE  God  of  grace  to  human  race 
Does  terms  of  peace  propofe  9 
He  gives  his  fon,  his  only  one 
A  ranfom  for  his  foes, 

0.  Chrift  to  fulfil  his  Father's  will, 

^  Him fe If  as,  feely  gave 
pk)fFring  whole,  body  and  foul* 

*.A  guilty  world  to  fave. 

3  ^P*lr  *  divine  for  this  defign3 
Lights  on  him  like  a  dove  * 

The  facred  three  in  one  afrree 

Tn  _ .  r\  r-  .  o  t 


4  hr  lce  and  ,g5a.ce  ,ike  friends  embra 
With  equal  fplendor  fliine  ; 

No  gift  could  be,  fo  rich,  fo  free,  ' 

i>o  glorious,  fo  divine. 


5  BJeft  Saviour,  why  (houtd  we  deny 
1  o  thee  at  thy  defire  ; 

An  off’ring  whole,  body’ and  foul. 

As  rtafon  doth  require. 

6  Since  thou  for  us  hath  borne  a^rof k 

Tho  free  firpin  evYy  crime  :  ^ 

S 


/ 


Divine  '  Hymns— 

How  great  fhould  be,  our  love  tothcc, 

Our  praifes  how  fublime. 

HYMN  CLXXXL  C. 

ANOTHER. 

HOW  fweet,  bow  charming  is  the  plice^ 
With  God:  s  bright  prefence  crown’d ! 
Happy  his  children,  who  his  board 

As  olive  plants  furround.  > 

2  Eat  of  this  bead,  fays  he,  my  friends, 

Who  to  my  courts  repair  ; 

Come  deareft  chriftian  freely  drink 
1  he  wane  which  I  prepare. 

3  Lord  we  accept  thy  boundlefs  treat 
With  wonder  joy  and  love  ; 

O  may  we  in  thy  houfe  have  place 
And  never; -tkence  remove. 

4  Here  may  cur  faith  hill  on  thee  feed 
The  only  food  divine  ; 

To  faith  thy  fiefli  is  meet  indeed, 

T hy  blood*  the  noblefl  wine.  ’ 

■£  Thy  blood  that  purifying, juice, 

To  cleanfe  our  foul’s  defign’d  V 
To  heal  a  frnner’s  bleeding  heart, 

,  And  chter  his  drooping  mind. 

Here  we  are  glad  to  view  thy  love, 

Through  figures  and  in  part  ; 

But  how  much  greater  joy  will  be, 

To  fee  thee  as  thou  art. 

HY.M-N  CLXXXIL 

On  the  Myjlery  of  Salvation. 

glorious  my  ftp  ry,  wander,  Mffr 

der,  ■  wondpr,  /  .  ,  •,  ,  .j.;  .  t  ,  -j;  •  %  . 

That  I  fhould  ever  hived  be  ;  wonder,  &£% 


-  . 
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No  heart  can  think,  no  tongue  can  tell  &c. 

The  love  of  God  uncheangable,  &c. 

2  Great  my- fiery  who  can  tell  why 
That  Cbrift  forfinners  e’er  fhould  die  ; 

That  he  fhould  leave,  thofe  realms , of  blifs, 

And  groan  for  Tinners  on  the  crofs. 

3  Great  my  fiery  that  he  fhould  place 
His  love  on  thofe  of  Adam’s  race  ; 

That  my  poor  foul  fhould  (hare  a  part, 

And  find  a  manfion  in  his  heart. 

4.  Great  myftery  I  do  beholdv 
That  God  ihouki  ever  have  a  foul  ; 

And  fnatch  me  from  the  jaws  of  hell, 

The  nreatnefs  of  his  love  to  tell.- 

O 

5  Why  was-  I  not  (till  left  behind, 

With  thou  find  others  of  mankind  ; 

Who  run  the  rlang’rous  finful  race,  - 
And  dies  and  never  takes  his  grace., 

6  *T was  the  fame  lr.ve  that  fprea-d  the  fealty 
That'  fweetly  brought  usdn  to  take-, 

Of  heavenly  manna  from  above, 

Redeeming  grace  and  living  love. 

7  Not  all  the  heaven l v  hold  can  fcan ,  - 

The  glories  of  this  noble  plan 

sTis  vvifdom  from  the  Father’s^fkHfy: 

And  fo  remains  a  my  fiery  kill.  -  :  d 

j  y 

hymn  vlXxxui:  a.  vr  - 

Love  and  Obediejite.  f 

rO\?'  while,  we  do  begin  to  hog,. 

'  A  fong  of  praife  to  Chrik  out:  Kf' ■>' 

Q  may  our  hearts  be  raifd  above  ; /AffA 

All  things  below  and  fir’d  with  loye«;  -  '  :V: 

*  '  *  j-  ,t  '*  ^  k .)  v 

2  Since  tho  1  doll  of  us  all  require 
To  Wrfliip.thec  w ilh  pure ddirert  • 


dSf- 
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To  glorify  thy  name  and  then 
The  God  of  peace  will  in  us  reign. 

3  Then  fhall  our  noble  ft  powers  rejoice-. 

When  we’re  obed’ent  to  thy  voice  ; 

To  a£l  and  do  what  thou  commands. 

Renouncing  all  our  former  plans. 

^  * 

4-  i  hat  in  the  fpirit  we  may  walk, 

Attending  to  what  Chrift  has  fpoke  ; 

Soi'hali  we  all  grow  up  in  him, 

Unto  a  ftature  of  a  man. 

^  7  hen  like  the  fun  will  Zion  fhine. 

Each  part  in  union  all  divine  ; 

O  haften  this  dear  Lord  we  pray, 

I  o  be  fulfiird  in  this  our  day. 

H  Y  M  N  CLXXXIV. 

:l  he  perfoti  oj  Chrift  Cbaretcferized . 

HEN  fierce  Tiberius  Rome’s  vaft  empire 
flay’d,. 

And  caft  and  we  ft  tin  w  il  i  ng  hom  age  paid  ; 

HE  Praetpr  in  Judea  Lentules, 

$Vrote  to  tire  fen  ate  and  the  people  thus  : 

Not  long  ago  a  mo  ft  furpri-fing  man, 

One  fefus  Chrift  to  fhew  himfelf  began  ; 

7  he  Gentiles  as  a  prophet  him  applaud, 

Rut  his  difciples  as  the  fon  of  God  : 

He  cures  by  touch  incurable  difeafes, 

And  by  his  powerful  word  dead  bodies  raifes  ; 

H  is  ftature  fame  what  tall,  a  winning  grace. 
Striking  with  vigour  on  his  awful  face, 

Which  all  behold  with  wonder  and  delight  ; 

His  hair  in  color  brown  but  wond’rous  bright,., 
Sraight  to  his  ears  it  falls  but  thence  below. 

In  waving  ringlets  on  his  fhoulders  flow 
A  feam  his  lovely  treflfes  does  divide* 


■ 
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Wincn  parts  the  golden  trealure  on  each  fide 
oo  have  I  feen  devoted  Nazarites  wear, 
a  !i  juft  partition  their  divided  hair  • 

His  heard  not  long,  fork’d  in  the  midd  cloth  part 
Anu  tome  what  thick  fhews  nature  more  than  art 

Ilis  awful  forehead  graceful,  plain  and  fmooth  ; 

W  t)  mmetry  exadl  hisnofe  and  mouth  ;  - 
xus^eyes  are  grey  but  very  quick  and  clear, 
prising  at  once,  two  paflib.ns  love  and  fear  ; 

«is  looks  ail  innocence,  always  ferene 

?  ***  hls  voice*  attractive  is  his  mien  • 
n  fpeakingtho’ he’s  temperate  mild  and  meek, 
Ipeaks  as  with  authority  to  fpeax  -  . 

That  e’er  he  laugh’d  is  tediri’d  by  non-, 

But  many  faw  him  weep  and  hear  him  groan  , 
H;.s  oody  s  calf  in  nature’s  fined  mould. 

His  ..ands  and  arms  delightful  to  behold  ! 

.-ure  he  ■mull  be,  his  texture  is  lb  fine, 

A  vjod  incarnate  or  a  man  divine,  .  : 

AP 0EM  on  th«  deaths  of  If aiab  IVllcox  anlSf 

ornon  Sprague.  \ 

LEJ  Zioii,wita  her  fons  and  daughters  m  ' 

Her  watchmen  gone —and 
Any  faithful  watchmen  fatter*— 

1  fieiriOuIs,  we  trnft,.  to  glory  now 

They’ve  left  all  fublunary  things  b- 
ho  quench  their  third,  where  living 
ney  look  not  back  to  earth,  oa  'o' 
bat  aad.to  find-  tiiofe  padures  leelh. 

Tneir  toil-is  fiai'h.’dfand  their  work-* 
i  o-ir  days- are  en  led,  and  their  c.-hifs  is  r>> 

T-ey  take  their-  flight  above— their  erb* 

."igh,.  - 

l..,-y  join  tne  millions — millions  bt  t 

WjIcox  and  Sprague  once  lov'd  but 
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Mingle  together  with  the  common  dud  ; 

Their  bodies  will  the  hungry  worms  fuffice, 

Till  Gabriel’s  thund’ring  trumpet  bids  them  rife. 

Ye  friends  fk  chridians  on  whofe  cheeks  are  found 
The  filver  drops  run  trickling  to  the  ground  ; 

In  penfive  hours  ye  fay,  “  Our  guides  are  gene, 
“  Our  fouls  are  pain’d — for  we  are  left  alone.” 

The  widow’s  houfe  I  vifit — fhe  does  weep.  , 
And  fays  ‘  my  red  is  broken  and  I  cannot  deep ; 
And  when  into  the  temple  I  repair, 

My  watchman’s  feat  is  emty,  he’s  not  there. 

Stop  here  your  mourning, your  fires  are  gone  torefl 
And  taken  feats  with  John,  near  jefus’  bread  2 
Lock  to  the  God  of  Jacob,  Israel’s  rock. 

He’ll  give  you  Padors  that  fhall  feed  the  dock. 

The  college  keys  of  heav’n  he  keeps,&  can  bedow 
Leaders  to  guide  where  Shiloh’s  waters  flow  ; 
Jordan  will  ceafe  to  fwell — the  Nile  to  rife— 
Btftthefe  will  lad  beyond  th’  eternal  ikies. 

Shepherd  of  fhepherds,  is  the  Lord  mod  true, 

A  Shepherd  kind,  who  will  take  care  of  you  ;  ,; 
The  tender  lambs  he  bears  upon  his  arms, 

Feeds  with  his  hands,  and,  in  his  boforn  warms. 

You  are  his  guardian  care,  and  he’ll  fupply 
Your  longing  appetites  with  richeft  joy  ; 

Tmfl  In  the  Lord,  and  he’ll  fudain  your  load. 
And  make  the  wearkd  run  the  heav’nly  road. 

You  that  be  troubled,  red  with  us  a-while, 
Heav’n  will  bedow  on  us  another  fmile* 

Before  death  cfbfpsms  in  bis  icy  arms  ; 

And  when  he  does,  we’ll  fly  into  Child  s  charms. 

Where  fin’s  black,  fwathy  face  fhall  never  come, 
for  row  in  thofe  regions  ever  roam  ; 

But  life’s  unfathomable  fea  fhall  ever  roll, 
Amipraife,  and  joy,  and  love  fill  ev’ry  foul*. 
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TAEL  E ,  to  find  any  Hymn  by  the  firjl  hne 

PAG  B* 

ALL  hail  the  po  wer  of  Jefus  name  116 
Am  I  a  foldier  of  the  crofs  13 

Awake  my  foul*  in  joyful  lays,  179 

Arife  my  dear  love,  my  undefil’d  dove  44 

Alas  and  did  my  Soviour  bleed  12 7 

Ah  Lord  !  Ah  Lord  !  What  have  I  done  134 
Ah  me  I'm  never  well  but  when  142 

Arife  my  foul  with  wonder  fee  I 

Alas  !  for  I  have  fee n  the  Lord 
Ah  woe  is  me  con  ft  rain’d  to  dwell 
As  when  a  child  fecure  of  harms 
Ah  !  me  my  heart’s  the  feat  of  war  . 

BEHOLD  a  lovely  vine 
BleiTed  be  God  for  all 
Bleft  door  of  blifs  to  weary  faints 
Brethren  I  bid  you  all  farewell 
Bleft  be, my  God  that  I  was  bom 
Brethren  farewell,  I  do  you  tell 
Behold  him  ftreaming  from  the  north 
Blow  ye  the  trumpet  blow 
Before  tby  throne  eternal  King 
Begone  unbelief 

CHRIST  our  Lord  is  rifTn 

Children  of  the  heav’nly  king 
Cheer  upmy  brethren  and  rejoice 
Come  all  ye  faints  and  fmners  near 
Come  all  ye  weary  trav’lers 
Come  all  who’ve  fpent  your  bloom 
Come  brethren  and  lifters  thah 
Lord  t 

Come  fmners  now  approach  your  God 
Come  to  the  Glorious  gofpel  feaft 
Come  now  poor  Tinners  ihare  a  pari 


il 


At  a.  *  «- 

a  n  D  i_j  t 


Come  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lor.  ) 

Come  ye  finners  poor  and  wretched 
C  irifhans  if  your  hearts  be  warm  . 

ln.  tilat  he  was  betray’d 
Companions  oftiiy  little  flock 
Come  finners  to  the  gofpel  feaft  ' 

_  )'Tie  let  me  love  or  is  my  mind 
C  cme  we  that  love  the  Lord  indeed  . 

Co-nt  ofethren  let  us  join  and  fine; 
v-o.ne  brethren  let’s  firig  of  Jefus  our  king 

chriflian  Inends,  come  we  will  «o 
D,dft  t!5ou  jefus  fuffer  fhame* 
y  "u:°  iay  beams  and  teach  my  heart 
us  with  thy  b!  effing  Lord 
Does  it  not  grief  and  wonder  move 
J?lc’s  o  uniform  Chrift’s  f  ildiers  are 
^raw  BQr  ye  b 3  die  ts  hear  me  tell  : 

T*P:  i  ERNAL  lave  that  darling  Ton? 

-sh  i  Encourag’d  by  thy  word 

Ipl  ^  E L  Ly  v  t i p  world  I  bid  adieu 
.  Farewell  my  brethren  in  the  Lord  . 
Fatherin'*  mercies  in  thy  word  . 

Fr^txi  whence  d  this  .union  a  rife 
Fa^wcII  vain  world  I  mud  b. gone 

i  ?  S  Powcr  an’E  wlfdom  is  difplay-’d  ' 
l.i.>  on  ye  pilgrims  while  below 
oO  .iny  heralds  hi oV„  the  trumpet 
Opd  in'  the  gof^lof  his  Son 
c  /'Cathign  pri.dt  we  view  thee  Hooping 
vh.v-jT^  i c  »0  xg/oice  ' 

^  !  E  ovh  n  love  that  fird  began 
•  i,  l  ie  (lies  the  freav’nly  lover  dies 
TEtfW  ire  toy  fervanvs  bled  O  Lord 
v  tedious  and  r-dblpfs  the. hours 
aii^yic  hear  the  found  o©  eiuth  is  found 
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<  A  TABLE 

Heay’nly  thoughts  create  my  fong 
Happy  the  man  whofe  will  is  bowM 
How  firm  a  foundation  ye  faints  of  the  Lord4 
Hark  how  the  gofpel  trumpet  founds 
Hail  happy  pilgrims  whence  came  ye 
Hark  my  gay  friends  that  folemn  toll 
Hail  the  new  year  that’s  now  begun* 

How  vain  are  the  pleafures  of  time 
How  fweet  how  charming  is  the  place 
Hail  the  day  that  fees  him  rife 
Hark  carelefs  youth  and  hear  me  tell 
How  flrange  is  the  courfe  that  a  chriftian 
fleer 

JERUSALEM  my  happy  home 
jefus  once  for  Tinners  llain 
Jefus  I  flee  to  thee 
Jefus  thy  gofpel  1  embrace 
Jefus  th’  eternal  fon  of  God. 

Jefus  X  third  and  go  X  mu  ft 
Jefus  and  thali  it  ever  be 
Jeius  th>  blefhngsare  not- few 
Jefus  drinks  the  bitter  cup 
J  efus  lover  of  my  foul 
Jefu<s  my  paflure  fhall  prepare 
I  fojourn  in  a  vale  of  tears 
Innumerable  foes 
I  am  that  X  am 

I  hear  the  g o I p e T s  jo y  f u  1  for i n d 
In  the  Lord’s  word  left 
I  (etm)  felf  again  ft  the -Lord 
I  bit fs  the  Lord 

|  E  i  he  a  v  hi  and  earth  rejoice 
JLj  Let  Cm r 5 id  the  glorious  lover 
Lord  whither  (hail  i  dee 
Lord  when  fhall  we  mount  up  to  thee 
Lord  when  together  here  wre  meet 
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A  TABLE 

Lord  thou  haft  been  thy  childrens  God 
Lo  we  are  journeying  home  ta  God 
Lord  from  thy  throne  of  flowing  grace 
Lord  ’t is  an  infinite  delight 
Lake- warm  fouls  the  foe  grows  ftronger 
.Let  Zion  with  her  Tons  and  daughters  mourn 
Lord  in  the  morning  I  will  fend 

ETH1NKS  I  hear  my  Saviour  call 
My  God  above  with  fmiles  of  love 
My  heart  is  there  I’ve  no  edfe  where 
My  children  dear  you  now  appear 
Mydax  s,  My  weeks,  rny  months,  my  years 
Mv  foul  why  weepeft  thou 
Mv  God  the  covenant  of  thy  love 
My  ioul  doth  magnify  the  Lord 
Mj  ne  ears  delighted  with  the  found 
OW  in  a  fang  q*  grateful  praifer 
Now  who  are  they  that  dare  to  fay 
N>vy  Lord  tho*  we  mow  part  a  while 
Now  is  the  time  Q  lovely  youth  -■ 

Now  I  have  .found  me  o  round  wherein..- 
No  pen  can  write  t  hathvve-et  delight 
Now  the  diades  h.  i. ght  are  gone 

iie  .  -  lo  begin  to  fing 

YKA  V  rn  load  of  fin  were  gone; 

VM  O  now  he&ih  thy  heav’iily  the  met.: 

or  a  glanc°  oi  aeuv’nly  day 
O  .what  a  cru  ;!  wretch  am  I  ^ 

' )  con  id  f  had  from  day  to  day 
O  hbipp,  fou-ts  how  fad  you  go  f 
Q  what  a  glorious  my dery 
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^  A  V 1  Odd  S  1  do  feel  thy  merit 
S lantiz  g b e y  t he  g ofp e  1  word 


l7T 

140 

HT 

187 

190 

209 

105 

16 

62 

62 

64 

27 

175 

1 83 
139 

19  r 

67 

7°' 

76 

53- 

26 

207 

83 

176  -• 
io3  : 

107  ' 
103  ; 

20  5  -f 


7 


aiiTfSr-V 


V.Vvib; 

'  ft Jf' 


vW 


_ 


*■  .>i» 


A  T  A  BLE 


*See  what  a  wretched  date 
Sure  God  will  fay  my  children  flay 
Saviour  vi fit  thy  plantation 
Sin  is  the  fatal  caufe  of  woe 
Still  out  of  the  deeped  abyfs 
So  foolifh  fo  abfurd  am  I 

THE  tree  of  life  my  foul  hath  feen 
The  day  is  pad  and  gone 
Thus  faith  the  Lord  your  mader  dear 
Thine  earthly  fabbaths  Lord  we  love 
3Tis  a  point  I  long  to  know 
3Tis  finitli’d,  fo  the  Saviour  cri’d 
The  table  fpread,  my  foul  there  fpies 
The  great  tremendous  day’s  approaching 
Thee  will  I  love  my  Lord,  nsy  t^wer 
Throughout  our  Saviour’s  li&  we  trace 
Through  all  this  world  below 
The  man  that  views  his  guilt  anl  fin 
The  name  of  Chrid  how  fweet  it  .founds 
This  God  is  the  God  we  adore 
The  worth  of  truth  no  tongue  can  tell 
That  name  to  me  founds  ever  fweet 
Time  like  an  overJdowing  dream 
Tho’  troubles  affail  and  dangers  affright 
To-day  Immanuel  feeds  his  fheep 
The  God  of  grace  toliuman  race 
.That  heart  is  harder  than 'a  done 
The  fpacious  firmament  on  high 

WEARY  of  druggling  with  m 
When  converts  fi  rd  begin 
When  God  on  high  fhall  magnify 
When  we  (hall  fly  ^bove  the  iky 
W'hcn  Chrid  (hall  fend  from  end  to 
When  I  in  darknefs,  deditute 
Well  met,  dear  friends,  in  Jefus’  name 
We  in  this  tabernacle  mourn 
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^?n^  r'ng  pilgrims  mourning  Chriflians  -  qj 
What  think  you  my  friends  of  the  preaching  of 
John  - 

Why  fhould  a  living  man  complain 
When  John  tho}  a  man  baptizing  began 
When  pity  prompts  me  to  look  round 
what  poor  defpifed  company 
While  I  am  bleft  with  youthful  bloom 
What  various  hindrances  we  meet  x  / 

jVhen  fierce  Tiberius  Rome’s  vaft  empire 

fway’d  208 

YOU  Saints  of  light  that  fhine  fobright  66 
Yonder  amazing  fight  I  fee  1 

'It  humble  fouls  approach  your  God  jj$ 
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THE  END. 
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